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BALZAC dit joliment, en parlant de ceux, qui ſont 
ennemis des divertiſſemens honnétes, et des livres 
agréables: Si pareilles gens avoient la direction du monde, 
ils voudroient dter le printemps, et la jeuneſſe; l'un de 

* Pannee, et Pautre de la vie. 
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| Evans, Dr. Abel, 
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Fawkes, Rev. Francis, 
Pordyce, Dr. J. es. 
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Garrick, David, - 


Goldſmith, - 
*Graves, Rev. Richard, 


Green, , Matthew, = 
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Erſkine, Hon. Thomas, 


| Garth; Sir Samuel, 
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2+ The laſt complete colleQion of Engliſh Epigrams- 


1 106 
11 
1 139 
1 27 
2 68 
1 70 
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was publiſhed, thirty years ago, by this Gentleman, in 
one Volume, (inſcribed to Mrs. Crayle) under the Title 
of © The Feſtodn.” Mr. Graves added to his Miſcellany 
above an hundred of his own Compoſitions, the happieſt 
of which, with ſame of a later date from © Evrnzosrns, 
or Amuſements on the Road of Life,” and © Reveries of 


Solitude,” are reprinted in this. 


„An cxconomical Re- 


fleftion,” (p. 41) and the two following Jeax Eſprit 
were obligingly .communicated to me in MS. * the 


Autho Go 


Mallet, David, 


* , 
Orford, Lord, 


Pearſon, Major, 
Piozzi, Mrs. 

Pope, - 
Prior, . 
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Montague, Lady Mary Wortley, 


Pye, Henry James, Eſq. 


Relph, Rev. Joſiah, 
Richardſon, Samuel, 
Robinſon, Mrs. 


Sewell, Dr. 
Shenſtone, - 
Smart, Chriſtopher, 
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© - Sprat, Biſhop, 
| | Steele, Sir Richard, 
| Stepney, George, 
Straight, Rev. John, 


Taylor, William, 


7 Tbomſon, James, f 


Thomſon, William, 
Tickell, Thomas, 
Wy Trapp, Dr. 


Wakefield, Gilbert, 
© Waleot, Dr. 
Warton, Rev. Thomas, 
Walch, William, 
Walſh, Dr. 
Welſted, Leonard, 
- Welley, Rev. Samuel, 
$ Weſt, Gilbert, 
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'FROM WHICH THERE ARE 


© TRANSLATIONS OR IMITATIONS 


IN EITHER VOLUME. 


LrB. 1. 


Fpig, x1. De Gemello et Maronilla 


xiv. De Arria et Pæto - 
xx1x. De Acerra 
XXXIX. Ad Fidentinum 


XLIII. De Portio, uxore Bruti 


XLVIII. De Diaulo Medico 
Lxv, Ad Fabullam arnbitioſam 
LxIx. De Rufo — 


LXXVIi. De Lino - 
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Epig. 111. Ad Sextum . - 

| v. Ad Decianum 8 
vii. In Attalum 
xi. Ad Rufum de Selio — 
xxy11. De Selio WV 3. 
LIII. In Maximum — 
3 
VIII. In Zoilum - 
LXXVIII. Ad Cecilianum 


XXX. De Fannio 2 
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Epig. x. In Philomuſum b he 
xiv. De Tuccio 
III. In Lentinum N 21 
XIIVv. Ad Ligurinum 
VII. De Copone HAI 1 
LX1, In Cinnam 
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R 2 Lis. 4. 
Epi LVI. In Gargilianum 


LXXVIII. In Varum 


. 5. 


Epig. xv11. In Gellim 
XLVIII. De Philone 
L111. In Poſtumum 
Lx11, In Marianum 


LXXIII. In Emilianum 


LIS. 6. 


Kyig, x11, De Fabulla - 
. x1x, In Poſtumum cauffidicum 
xxII. In Proculinam 


Lis. 7. 
Epig. 11. Ad Pontilianum 
-—. vin, De Caſcelis 
ix. In Olum 
LIx. Ad Jovem Capitolinum 
LIV. In Gargilianum — 
LXXv. Ad Philomuſum 
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- Epig. xcvit. Ad Cae6eqũmm - 
c. De Vetula | 
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Lis. 8. 
1 Epig: x11. Ad Priſcum Bs; - 
| x1v, In-crudelem amicum /: 
Kix. De Cinna 


XXIII. Ad Ruſticum = | 
xxxv. In peſſimos conjuges 
LIII. In Catullam 4 


LXIX. In Vacerram _—_ 
Lxx1V, In malum Aden | 


i FPpig. vim. De Paulla - 
L111, Epitaphium Scorpi «© 


Epig. xxxv. De Apro — 
xXXVI. Ad Fabullam - 


Epig. LI. In Phyllida 3 


LVII. In Cheræmonem 


Lxv. In Fauſtum de 
LXIX. Ad Mathonem = 
LIB. 12. 
ig. x11, In Poſtumum - 
xIII. Ad Auctum 7 
XXIII. In Læliam - 
xxx, Ad Aprum . 
xLv1i. Ad Clafhcum — 


XLVII. In habentem varios mores 
I. In habentem amenas ædes 
Liv. In Zoilum - 
xxXXII. De Calliſtrato - 
xc11. De Marone a 
ci, Ad Milonem - 
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SELECT EPIGRAMS. 


EPIGRAM. 


BY SIR JOHN HARRINGTON *, 


"TREASON doth never proſper — What's the 
reaſon ? | | 
Why, when it proſpers, none dare call it Treaſon, 


PLAIN-DEALING. 


BY THE SAME, 


MY verſes oft diſpleaſe you — What's the matter ? 
You love not to hear truth, nor I to flatter. 


* Sir John Harrington's Epigrams, becauſe they appear 
to have been written firſt, have the firfl place in this com- 
pilation. The Compiler will endeavour, 1 it, 
to pay as much regard to date. 
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EPIGRAM IMITATED FROM MARTIAL. 


-BY THE SAME. 


THE golden hair, that Galla wears, 
Is hers — Who could have thought it ? 
She ſwears 'tis hers, and true ſhe ſwears, 
For I know where ſhe bought it. 


THE FAIR SHREW. FROM MARTIAL. 


BY THE SAME. 


FAIR, rich, and young ! how rare is her perfection, 


Were it not mingled with one foul infection -— 
So proud an heart, I mean, fo curſt a tongue, 
As makes her ſeem nor fair, nor rich, nor young. 


THE ANTIQUARY.- 


BY DR. DONNE. 


- IF in his ftady he hath ſo much care 
Jo hang old frange things, let his Wife beware. 


* 


— 


1 1 


THE LAME' BEGGAR. 


BY. THE SAME. 


I AM unable, yonder Beggar cries, 
o fland or move. If he ſays true, he lies. 


ON AN OBSCURE WRITER. 
BY THE SAME 
PHILO with twelve years ſtudy hath been griev'd 
To be underffood. When will he be belicv'd ? 


2 * 


TO A DISINHERITED SPENDTHRIFT. 


BY THE SAME. 


IH Father all from thee by his laſt will 
Gave to the Poor. Thou haſt good title ſtill. 


— 


[4] 


I= AND JOAN. 


BY BEN JONSON. 


WHO ſays that Giles and Joan at diſcord be? 
Th' obſerving neighbours no ſuch mood can ſee. 
Indeed, poor Giles repents he married ever ; 

But that his Joan doth too, And Giles would never 
By his free will be in Joan's company : 
No more would Joan he ſhould. Giles rſeth early, 
And having got him out of doors is glad : 

The like is Joan. But turning home is fad : 
And ſo is Joan. Oftimes, when Giles doth find 
Harſh fights at home, Giles wiſheth he were blind : 
All this doth Joan. Or that his long-yearn'd life 
Were quite outſpun : the like wiſh hath his wife. 
The children that he keeps Giles ſwears are none 
Of his begetting ; and ſo ſwears his Joan, 
In all affections ſhe concurreth ſtill. 

If now, with man and wife, to will and nill 

The ſelf-ſame things, a note of concord be, 

I know no couple _ can agree, 


ts * 


A DISTICH, 
BY CLEIVELAND. 


HAD Cain been Scot, God would have chang'd his 
doom, | 
Not forc'd him wander, but confin'd him home *. 


PROMETHEUS ILL-PAINTED. - 


BY COWLEY. 


HOW -wretched does Prometheus' ſtate appear, 
While he his ſecond mis'ry ſuffers here 

Draw him no more, lefl, as he tortur'd ſtands, 

He blame great Jove's leſs than the Painter's hands. 
It would the Vulture's cruelty outgo, 

If once again his liver thus ſhould grow. 

Pity him, Jove, and his bold theft allow ; 

The flames he once ſtole from thee grant him now. 


Without theſe lines from the Rebel Scot” of John 
Cleiveland a book of Epigrams would be incomplete. 
He that is offended at them muſt be irritable indeed. 


-B 3 
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WRITTEN UNDER A PRINT OF MILTON, 
BEFORE HIS PARADISE LOST,” 


BY DRYDEN, 


THREE Poets, in three diſtant ages born, | 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 

The firſt in loftineſs of thought ſurpaſt, 
The next in majeſty, in both, the laſt. 
The force of nature could no further go ; 
To make a third, ſhe join'd the former two. 


EPIGRAM ON A PIGMY'S DEATH. 


BY BISHOP SPRAT. 


BESTRIDE an Ant, a Pigmy great and tall 
Was thrown, alas! and got a dreadful fall. 
Under th' unruly beaſt's proud feet he lies, 

All torn ; but yet with generous ardour cries, 

« Behold, baſe envious world, now, now laugh on, 
« For thus I fall, and thus fell Phaeton. 


5 71 


EPIGRAM, 


BY BISHOP ATTERBURY, 


WRITTEN ON A WHITZ FAN BORROWED FROM MISS 


OSBORNE, AFTERWARDS HIS WIE, 


FLAVIA the leaſt and lighteſt toy 

This Fan, in meaner hands, would prove 
An engine of ſmall force in love: 

Yet ſhe, with graceful air and mien 

Not to be told, or ſafely ſeen, 

Directs its wanton motions ſo, 

That it wounds more than Cupid's bow ; 
Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs dame, 
To every other breaſt a Flame 


EPIGRAM, 


WRITTEN IR A LADY's TABL E-BOOK., 


* 


BY WALSH, 


— 


WITH what ſtrange raptures would my ſoul be bleſt, 
Were but her book an emblem of her breaſt | 
As I from that all former marks efface; 
And, uncontrol'd, put new ones in their place, 
y So might I chaſe all others from her heart, 

* And my own image in the ſtead impart. 
But, ah ! how ſhort the bliſs would prove, if he 
Who ſeiz'd it next might do the ſame by me ! 
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"BY THE SAM R. 


« GO, (ſaid old Lyce) ſenſeleſs lover, go, 

« And with ſoft verſes court the fair: but know, 
« With all thy verſes, thou canſt get no more 

« Than fools, without one verſe, have had before.” 
Enrag'd at this, upon the bawd I flew ; 

And that which moſt enrag'd me was —'twas true, 


7 oe Sn * 3 L < W * 2  %o a f * 2 y p . 2 b * . 
5 — r K © 3 d . F 7 x) * . . ö 
2 ĩ⁊2d e 5 a SE 


Ia wer 0 * 1 Cn . <'E I F - by . ns] o * 
2 — Wa Vo HY Y _ 1 ? a. TE; . + ! ho hy « "24 2 
c n * : 5 BOS WE” 
8 1 \s = Wy * of * — * * * *% "2% * 
: & A 


BY THE SAME, 


| THRASO picks quarrels, when he's drunk at night; 


When ſober in the morning dares not fight. 
Thraſo, to ſhun thoſe ills that may enſue, 
Drink not at night, or drink at morning too. 


GRIPE AND SHIFTER. 


BY THE SAME, 


RICH Gripe does all his thoughts and cunning bend 
T increaſe that wealth he wants the foul to ſpend. 


Poor Shifter does his whole contrivance ſet 


To ſpend that wealth he wants the ſenſe to get. 
How happy would appear to each his fate, 

His Gripe his humour, or he Gripe's eſtate ! 
Kind Fate and Fortune blend 'em, if you can, 
And of two wretches make one happy man. 
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BY DR. KING. 


. Atria long? patent ; ſed nec cænantibus uſquam, 
Nec ſomno locus eſt: quam bene non habites | 


I 


MART. 


CRY ̃ôtt TT K„%) — % fc „ 7˙ 4 ˙ 4 — — 
: 
= 


SEE, Sir, ſee here's the grand approach! 
This way is for his Grace's coach ; 
There lies the bridge, and here's the clock; 
Obſerve the lion and the cock, 

The ſpacious court, the colonade, 

And mark how wide the hall is made ! 
The chimnies are ſo well deſign d, 
This gallery's contriv'd for walking, 

The windows to retire and talk in ; 

And all the reſt are rooms of ſtate. 
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Thanks, Sir, cry'd I; tis very fine: _ 
But where d'ye ſleep, or where d'ye dine? 
I find by all you have been telling, 


That 'tis a Houſe, but not a Dwelling. 
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ON MR. GAY'S POEMS. 


BY SIR SAMUEL GARTH. 


WHEN Fame did o'er the ſpacious plains 
The lays ſhe once had learn'd repeat, 

All liften'd to the tuneful trains, | 
And wonder'd who could fing ſo ſweet. 


"Twas thus: — The Graces held the lyre, 
Th' harmonious frame the Muſes ſtrung, 
The Loves and Smiles compos'd the choir, 
And Gay tranſcrib'd what Phoebus ſung. 


TRANSLATION OF THE FOLLOWING VERSE 
FROM LUCAN: 


«c Viarix cauſa Diis placuit, fed vida Catoni.” 
BY STEPNEY, 


THE Gods and Cato did in this divide :. 
They choſe the conquering, He the conquer d fide. 


a® 


BY LEONARD WELSTED. 


« T OWE,” fays Metins, © much to Colon's care; 
| - » © Once only ſeen, he choſe me for his heir.” 

True, Metius ; hence your fortunes take their riſe : 

His heir you were not, had he ſeen you twice. 


PICTURE OF SENECA DYING IN A BATH. 3 
- BY JOURDAIN®, 2 
| AT THE Aer HON OURABLE THE EARL Of ZXBTER'S 44 


N , AT BURLEIGH HOUSE, | 
BY PRIOR. 


WHILE cruel Nero only drains 

| The moral Spaniard's ebbing veins, 
By ſtudy worn, and ſlack with age; 
How dull, how thoughtleſs is his rage ! 
Heighten'd revenge he ſhould have took ; 
He ſhould have burnt his tutor's bock, 


* Jacques Jourdain, a diſciple of Rubens. 


1 


And long have reign'd ſupreme in vice. 
One nobler wretch can only riſe ; 

"Tis he, whoſe fury ſhall deface 

The ftoic's image in this piece. 

For while, unhurt, divine Jourdain, 
Thy work and Seneca's remain; 

He ſtill has body, ſtill has ſoul, 

And lives and ſpeaks, reſtor d and whole. 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME. 


FRANK carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats; 
le cats more than fix, and drinks more than he eats. 
— Four pipes after dinner he conſtantly ſmokes, 
And ſeaſons his whiffs with impertinent jokes. 
vet Gghing, he ſays, we muſt certainly break; 
And my cruel unkindneſs compels him to ſpeak; 
For of late I invite him - but four times a week. 
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ANOTHER. 
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BY THE SAME. 
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TO John I ow'd great obligation; 
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'BY THE SAME, 


it to all the nation 
Sure John and I are more than quit. 
ANOTHER. 
| BY THE SAME, 


THY nags (the leaneſt things alive) 
So very hard thou lov'ft to drive, 


But John, unhappily, thought fit 


* 


To 
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By demonſtration Ned can ſhow it. 
Happy could Ned's inverted rule 

Prove every fool to be a poet. 

I heard thy anxious coachman ſay, 


YES, every poet is a fool : 
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A REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 


BY THE SAME. 
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ON his death-bed poor Lubin lies; 
His ſpouſe is in deſpair : 

With frequent ſobs and mutual cries 

A different cauſe, ſays Parſon Sly, 
The ſame effect may give: | 

Poor Lubin fears that he ſhall die; 
His wife, that he may hve. 


' BY THE SAME. 


FROM her own native France as old Aliſon paſt, 
She reproach d Engliſh Nell with neglect or with 
malice, 

That the flattern had left, in the hurry and haſte, 

Her lady's complexion* and eyebrows at Calais, 


* 

The French Epigrammatiſts, from one of whom Prior 
pirated this Quatrain, have been very laviſh of their ſatire 
| C2 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 
BY THE SAME, 


HELEN was juſt flipt into bed, 
Her eyebrows on the toilet la; 
Away the kitten with them fled, 

. 


. 
Affure yourſelf, was loudly rated: 
And Madam, getting up again, 


On little things, as ſages write, 
Depends our human joy, or ſorrow: 
| If we don't catch a mouſe to-night, | 
| Alas ! no eyebrows for to-morrow, 


£4 


on artificial beauties, Brebeuf ite for 3 [gee an 

hundred and fifty epigrams for une femme fardte. Nay, it 
is laid that a rival wit ſoon afterwards produced three 
hundred on the ſame ſubject, without adopting any thought 
of Brebeuf, and, what is more remarkable, without chang- 
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( 17 } 
PHILLIS'S AGE. 


BY THE SAME. 
ET 


HOW old may Phillis be, you aſk, 
Whoſe beauty thus all hearts engages ? 
To anſwer is no eaſy taſk, CNS 
For Phillis really has two ages. 


Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in ſtays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on ; 
All day let Envy view her face, 
And Phillis is but twenty-one. 


Paint, patches, jewels laid aſide, 
At night, aſtronomers agree, 

The evening has the day belied, 
And Phillis is ſome forty- three. 
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Wen the, more confus'd as more angry ſhe grew, 


FORMA BONUM FRAGILE. 


BY THE SAME, 
_ 


WHAT a frail thing is Beauty! ſaid Baron Le Cras, 
Perceiving his miſtreſs had one eye of glaſs : 
And ſcarcely had he ſpoke it, 


By a negligent rage prov'd the maxim too true — 
She dropt the eye, and broke it. / 


A CRITICAL MOMENT. 


BY THE SAME, - 


HOW capricious were Nature and Art to poor Nell! 
She was painting her Cheeks at the time her Noſe 
fell. - | 
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EPICRAM, IN CHAUCER'S STYLE. © 
BY THE SAME. 


FULL oft doth Mat. with Topaz dine, 
Eateth baked meats, drinketh Greek wine; 
But Topaz his own werke rehearſeth, 
And Mat. mote praiſe what Topaz verſeth. 
Now, ſure as prieſt did e er ſhrive ſinner, 

Full hardly earneth Mat. his dinner. 


A FLOWER PAINTED BY VERELST *, 


BY THE SAME, 


WHEN fam'd Verelſt this little weir drew, 
Flora vouchſaf d the growing work to view: 
Finding the painter's ſcience at a ſtand, 

The Goddeſs ſnatch'd the pencil from his hand, 
And, finiſhing the piece, the ſmiling ſaid, 

* Behold one work of mine that ne'er ſhall fade. 


* A Flemiſh Painter, famous for his fruit and flowers. 


T 20 3 
DEMOCRITUS/ AND HERACLITUS. 

| 

BY THE SAME. 
DEMOCRITUS, dear droll, revifit earth, 
And with our follies glut thy heighten'd mirth; 
Sad Heraclitus, ſerious wretch, return, 
In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both I unconcern'd ſtand by: 
Hurt, can I laugh? —and honeſt, need I cry > 


' EPIGRAM, 
WALITTEN 50 THE DUKE DE NOAILLES, 


BY THE SAME. 


VAIN the concern which you expreſs, 
That uncall'd, Alard will pofſels 
Your houſe and coach both day and night, 
And that Macbeth was haunted lefs 
By Banquo's reſtleſs ſprite, 
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With fiſteen thouſand pounds a year, 

Do you complain, you cannot bear 
An ill, you may ſo ſoon retrieve? 

Good Alard, faith, is modeſter 

By much than you believe. 


Lend him but fifty louis d'or, 

And you ſhall never ſee him more: 
Take the advice; probatum eſt. 
Why do the gods indulge our ſtore, 

But to ſecure our reſt ? 


EPITAPH, EXTEMPORE. 
BY THE SAME, 
NOBLES and Heralds, by your leave, 
Here lies what once was Matthew Prior, 


The ſon of Adam and of Eve — 
Can Bourbon or Naſſau go higher ? 


— 


THE LADY WHO'OFFERS HER LOOKING-GLASS o 
+ VENUS. _ 


BY THE SAME. 
VENUS, take my votive glaſs; 
Since I am not what I was : 
What from this day I ſhall be, 
Venus, let me never ſee . 


FATAL LOVE. 


BY THE SAME, 


POOR Hal caught his death, ſtanding under a ſpout, 

Expecting, till midnight, when Nan would come out; 

But fatal his patience, as cruel the dame, 

And curſt was the weather that quench'd the. man's- 
Whoe'er thou art, that read'ſt theſe moral lines, 

Make love at home, and go to bed betimes. 


1 
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* The Rambler cenſured Prior for borrowing this thought 
from Plato, without acknowledging the debt. Prior is 
cenſurable, on a fimilar account, in numerous inſtances, 
I could tell a detector of plagiariſm where to fiud moſt of 
his epigrammatic ſallies, 
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THE PEDANT. 
BY THE SAME, 


LYSANDER talks extremely well.: 
On any ſubject let him dwell, 
His tropes and figures will content ye. 
He ſhould poſſeſs to all degrees 
The art of talk — he practiſes 
Full fourteen hours in four-and-twenty. | 


CAUTIOUS ALICE. 


BY THE SAME, 


4 
N 


SO good a wife doth Liſſy make, 


|. That from all company ſhe flieth : | 
Y Such virtuous courſes doth ſhe take, 

4 That ſhe all evil tongues defieth; 

5 And, for her deareſt ſpouſe's ſake, 

1 She with his brethren only lieth. 


TRUTH TOLD AT LAST, 


__ BY THE SAME. 


SAYS Pontius in rage, contradicting his wife, 

« You never yet told me one truth in your life.” 
Vex'd Pontia no way could this theſis allow 

« You're a Cuckold,” fays ſhe; © do I tell you truth 
now? | 


oY 


THE REMEDY WORSE THAN THE DISEASE. 


BY THE SAME, 


I SENT for Radeliffe, was ſo il! 
3 That other doctors gave me over; 
| He felt my pulſe, preſcrib'd his pill, 
And Tiles holy. to recoree.. + ., 


But when the wit began to wheeze, 
And wine had warm'd the politician, 

Cur'd yeſterday of my diſeaſe, 

I died laſt night of my phyſician, 
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BY THE SAME. 


AS afternoon, one ſummer's day, 
Venus ftood bathing in a river, 
Cupid a-ſhooting went that way, 
New ftrung his bow, new fill'd his quiver. 


With ſkill he choſe his ſharpeft dart, 
With all his might his bow he drew ; 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too well-guided arrow flew. 


I faint! I die! the Goddeſs cried ; 
Ah! cruel | could ſt thou find none other 
To wreak thy ſpleen on? Parricide! 
Like Nero, thou haſt flain thy mother. 2 


Poor Cupid ſobbing ſcarce could ſpeak — 4 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how eaſy my miſtake ! 
I took you for your likeneſs — Cloe. 


D 
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TO CLOE WEEPING. 


BY THE SAME, 


SEE, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Cloe, ſee 
The world in ſympathy with thee ; 
The cheerful birds no longer ſing, 


Each droops his head, and hangs his wing. 


The clouds have bent their boſom lower, 
And ſhed their ſorrows in a ſhower. 

The brooks beyond their limits flow, 

And louder murmurs ſpeak their woe. 
The nymphs and ſwains adopt thy cares, 
They heave thy ſighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantaſtic nymph ! that Grief ſhould move 
Thy heart obdurate againſt Love ! 

Strange tears! whoſe power can ſoften all 
Boſoms, but that on which they fall, 
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SENT TO CLARINDA WITH A NOVEL, ENTITLED, 
„ LES MALHEURS DE L'AMOUR,” 


BY , GRANVILLE X. 2178 


HASTE to Clarinda, and reveal 

Whatever pains poor lovers feel : 

When that is done, then tell the fair, 

That I endure much more for her. 

Who'd truly know Love's power and ſmart, 
Muſt view her eyes, and read my heart. 


* 


WRITTEN IN CLARINDA'S PRAYER-BOOK. 


BY THE SAME, 


IN vain, Clarinda, night and day, 

For mercy to your God you pray. 
What arrogance, on heav'n to call 

For that which you deny to all ! 


* George, Lord Lanſdowne, 


CLORk. 
BY THE SAME, 


BRIGHT as the Day, and as the Morning fair, 
Such Cloe is — and common as the Air. 


CLOE PERFUMING HERSELF. 

"ny THz nAMk, 
BELIEVE me, Cloe, thoſe perfumes, that coft 
Such ſums to ſweeten thee, is treaſure loſt, 

Not all Arabia would ſufficient be: 
Thou ſmell'ft not of thy ſweets— they ftink of thee. 


INSCRIPTION FOR A FIGURE REPRESENTING THE 
A GOD OF LOVE. 
BY THE SAME. 


WHOE'ER thou art, thy lord and maſter fee — 
Thou waſt my flave— thou art — or thou ſhalt be. 


Rick: 
WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE TOWER, UNDER THE 
NAME OF 184 | 


: 
1 


SIR ROBERT WALPOLE, © 


* 


WHO HAD BEEN A PRISONER IN THE SAME ROOM, 


'BY THE SAME. 


GOOD unexpected, evil unforeſeen, 

Appear by turns, as Fortune ſhifts the ſcene: 
Some rais d aloft, come tumbling down amain, 
And fall ſo hard, they bound and riſe again. 


ON SEEING BUTLER'S MONUMENT IN 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY. | 


BY THE REV, SAMUEL WESTLEY®, 


WHILST Butler, needy wretch ! was yet alive, + 
No gen'rous patron would a dinner give; 


* A Poet, who, as he often employed the preſs, thought 
better of his verſes, perhaps, than the reſt of the world. 
Samuel Weſtley was a Member of Exeter College, Oxford, 
and Rector of South Ormeſby and Epworth, in Lincoln- 
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volume of the Poetical Calcndar. 
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See him, when ſtarv'd to death, and turn'd to duſt, 
Preſented with a monumental buſt ! 

The poet's fate is here in emblem ſhown — 

He aſk'd for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 


* U - 
NN. s 


THE POWER OF TIME. 


By SWIFT. 


IF neither braſs nor marble can withſtand 

The mortal force of Time's deſtructive hand, 

If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 

And leſs' ning rivers mourn their fountains dry, 

When my old cafſock (ſays a Welſh Divine) 
Ts ont at elbows, why ſhould I repine ? 


ſhire, He died, April 25, 1135, much lamented ; for he 
had many virtues to atone for his poetical crimes. Four 
of the numerous family which he left behind him are not 
unknown to Fame: — Samuel, author of The Battle of 
the Sexes,” and ſeveral humorous tales, printed with other 
poems by bim in 1736 — John and Charles, the celebrated 
Methodiſts — and Mrs, Wright, a contributor to the ſixth 
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EPIGRAM. 
BY THE SANE. 
Sunt qui ſervari nolunt. 


AS Thomas was cudgel'd one day by his wife, 

He took to the ſtreet, and he fled for his life. 

Tom's three deareſt friends came by in the ſquabble, 
And ſav d him at once from the ſhrew and the rabble; 
Then ventur'd to give him ſome ſober advice — 

But Tom is a perſon of honour ſq nice, 

Too wiſe to take counſel, too proud to take warning, 
That he ſent to all three a challenge next morning. 
Three duels he fought, thrice ventur'd his life, 
Went home—and was cudgel'd again by his wife, 


ON THE COLLAR OF TIGER, MRS. DIN GLEY'S 
LAP -DOG. 


BY THE SAME. 


PRAY ſteal me not — I'm Mrs. Dingley's, 
Whoſe heart in this four-footed thing lies. 


\ 
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 EPIGRAM. 
* - 8.44 SAME, 


YOU beat your pate, and fancy wit will come : 
Knock as you will, there's nobody at home. 


TO MRS, HOUGHTON OF BORMOUNT, UPON 
PRAISING HER HUSBAND TO DR. SWIFT. 


BY THE SAME. 
YOU always are making a god of your ſpouſe ; 
But this neither reaſon nor conſcience allows. 
Perhaps you will ſay, 'tis in gratitude due, 
And you adore him, becauſe he adores you. 
Your argument's weak, and ſo you will find, 
For you, by this rule, muſt adore all mankind, 
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BY THE SAME. 


A BISHOP, by his neighbours hated, 
Has cauſe to wiſh himſelf tranſlated : 

But why ſhould Hough * defire tranſlation, 
Lov'd and efteem'd by all the nation ? 
Yet, if it be the old man's caſe, 
I'll lay my lte I know the place: 

"Tis where God ſends ſome that adore him, 
And whither Enoch went before him. 


* 
EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME, 


ARTHUR, they ſay, has wit — For what? 
For writing? — No — for writing not. 


* John, Biſhop of Worceſter. 
\ 
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EPIGRAM ON THE FEUDS BETWEEN HANDEL 
| AND BONONCINI. 


BY THE SAMR. 
STRANGE all this difference ſhould be 
EPIGRAM TO A LADY. 


BY THE SAME. 


WHAT's Fame with men, by cuſtom of the nation, 
Is mongſt you women only Reputation: 

About them both, why keep we ſuch a pother ? 

Part you with one, and T'll renounce the other *. 


„But this is an unequal venture (as Mrs, Piozzi has well 
remarked in her Britiſh Synonymy), for the woman would 
ſuſtain a greater loſs than the man. Fame and Repuration 
are words of very different import, 
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ON THE BUSTS IN RICHMOND HERMITAGE. 


BY THE SAME. 


LEWIS the living learned fed, 
And rais'd the ſcientific head. 

Our frugal Queen, to ſave her meat, 
Exalts the head that cannot eat“. 


EF © IJ 
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EPITAPH ON A MISER.. 


BY THE SAME, | 141 


BENEATH this verdant hillock lies 
Demar +, the wealthy and the wiſe. 
His heirs, that he might ſafely reſt, 
Have put his carcaſe in a cheſt ; 


* Somebody has replied, 


Our Queen, more anxious to be juſt, - 
Than flatter'd, rears the living buſt 

To thoſe among the learned tribe, 
Whom, Lewis like, ſhe cannot bribe, 


+ An Uſurer at Dublin, who died in 1720. 
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The very cheſt, in which, they ſay, 
His other ſelf, his money, lay. 
And if his heirs continue kind 

To that dear ſelf he left behind, 

I dare believe that four in five 

Will think his better half alive. 


ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 
r POPE. 


I KNOW the thing that's moft uncommon ; 
(Envy, be filent, and attend !) | 
1 know a reafonable woman, 
: EL TORY; yet a friend. 


Not enn aw'd by rumour, 

Not grave through pride, or gay through folly ; 
An equal mixture of good-bumour, 

Rad nie RE andy. 


« Ha te no gans. then, (Eavy fas) Sir? 

Yes, ſhe has one, I muſt ayer —, SHE. 
When all the world conſpires to praiſe her, 
The woman's deaf; and does not hear. 


A DIALOGUE. 


BY THE SAME. 


- POPE, 
SINCE my old friend is grown ſo great, 
As to be miniſter of ſtate, 
I'm told (but 'tis not true I hope) 
That Craggs will be aſham'd of Pope, 


CRAGGS. 


f 


Alas! if I am ſuch a creature, 

To grow the worſe for growing greater, 
Why, faith, in ſpite of -all my brags, 
Tis Pope muſt be aſham'd of Craggs. 
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EPIGRAM, 


ENGRAVED ON THE COLLAR OF A DOG WHICH I GAVE 


TO HIS, ROYAL HIGHNESS, 
BY THE Ae 


I AM His Highneſs' Dog at Kew : 
Pray tell me, Sir, whoſe Dog are you *2 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 


ON HIS PAINTING FOR ME THE STATUES OF APOLLO, 


VENUS, AND HERCULES. 
BY THE SAME, 


WHAT God, what Genius did the pencil move, 
When Kneller painted theſe ? 
"Twas Friendſhip, warm as Phœbus, kind as Love, 
And ftrong as Hercules. 


* When Pope wrote this epigram, I think he muſt have 
recollected a paſſage from Sir William Temple's © Heads 
deſigned for an Eſſay on Converſation :''— 

« Mr. Grantam's Fool's reply to a great man that aſked 
him whoſe fool he was—* I am Mr, Grantam's Fool: 
pray whoſe Fool are you!“ 
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TO ONE WHO MADE LONG EPITAPHS. 


BY THE SAME, 


FREIND “, for your epitaphs I'm griev'd ; 
So very much is ſaid, 

One half will never be believ'd, 
The other never read. 


VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 


BY THE SAME, 
= Un jour, dit un auteur, &c. 


ONCE (ſays an author, where I need not ſay) 
Two trav'lers found an Oyſter in their way ; 

Both fierce, both hungry : the diſpute grew ſtrong, 
While, ſcale in hand, Dame Juſtice paſs'd along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would win the cauſe. 


Dr. Robert Freind, Maſter of Weſtminſter School. 
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Dame Juſtice, weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, ſwallows it before their ſight. . 
The cauſe of ftrife remoy'd fo rarely well, 
There, take (ſays Juſtice), take ye each a Shell. 
We thrive at Weſtminſter on fools like you: 
"Twas a fat oyſter — Live in peace — Adieu 


fn 


EPICRAM ON MRS. TOFTS, 


A HANDSOME WOMAN, WITH A FINE VOICE, BUT VERY 


COVETOUS AND PROUD®.,. 
BY THE SAME, 


80 bright is thy beauty, ſo charming thy ſong, 
As had drawn both the Beaſts and 2 9 
along; 

But ſuch is thy a rice, ad fend ee n 
That the Beaſts muſt have ſtarv d, and the Poet have 
If Mrs, Tofts was once covetous and proud, ſhe lived 
to witneſs days when her money loſt its value, and her 
pride its confidence, Sir John Hawkins, in his Hiſtory of 


Muſic, gives an account of her great popularity 38 a finger, 
and unfortunate melancholy after quitting the ſtage. 
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IN A COMPANY AT LORD COBHAM'S, THAT AGREED, | 
AFTER DINNER ONE DAY, TO WRITE EXTEMPORARY 
VERSES, MR. POPE, BEING PRESSED BY LORD CHES- 
TERFIELD TO COMPOSE IN HIS TURN, BORROWED , 
nis LORDSHIP'Ss DIAMOND PENCIL, AND ENGRAVED 
ON A GLASS THIS COUPLET : 


ACCEPT a miracle, inſtead of wit— 
See two dull lines by Stanhope's pencil writ. 


ON A FAN OF THE AUTHOR'S DESIGN, 


IN WHICH WAS PAINTED THE STORY OF CEPHALUS 
AND PROCR1S*, WITH THE MOTTO, AURA VENI., 


BY THE SAME, 


COME, gentle Air! th' Eolian Shepherd ſaid, 
While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade ; 


* Every reader of this book may not be a reader of 
Ovid. : 

„ Procris, the fond wife of Cephalus, is ſaid to have 
made her huſband, who delighted in the ſports of the wood, 
a preſent of an unerring javelin. In proceſs of time he 
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Come, gentle Air! the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her ſwain expiring lies. 

Lo the glad gales o'er all her beauties ftray, 

In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, 8 ia 
Nor did that fabled dart more furely wound.. . 10 s 
Both gifts deſtructive to the givers prove; 

Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love. 

Yet guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, | 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound the gives: 
Sho views the ſtory with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 

was ſo * in 5 foreſt, that his lady ſuſpefied he was 
purſuing ſome nymph, under the pretence of following a 
chaſe more innocent. Under this ſuſpicion ſhe hid herſelf 
among the trees, to obſerve his motions, While ſhe lay 
concealed, her huſband, tired with the labour of hunting, 
came within her hearing, As he was fainting with heat, 
he cried out, Aura veni—Oh, charming Air, approack. The 
_ unfortunate wife, taking the word air to be the name of a 
woman, began to move among the buſhes; and her huſ- 
band, believing it a deer, threw his javelin and killed 
her,” 
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ADVICE TO MR. POPE, 


ON HIS INTENDED TRANSLATION OF HOMER, 1714. 


— 


1 * ; : 
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BY HUGHES 
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O THOU, who with a happy genius born, 
Canſt tuneful verſe in flowing numbers turn, _ 
Crown'd on thy Windſor's plains with early bays, 
Be early wiſe, nor truſt to barren praiſe ! 3 
Blind was the bard that ſung Achilles' rage, 

He ſung, and begg'd, and curſt th ungiving age. 
If Britain his tranſlated ſong would hear, 

Firſt take the gold — then charm the liſt ning car. 
So ſhall thy father Homer ſmile to ſee 


His penſion paid, though late, and paid to Thee. 
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* 
LESBIA. 
N 4 11 ers, 


BY CONGREVE, 
WHEN Leſbia firſt I ſaw, ſo heavenly fair, 
With eyes ſo bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durſt fo high aſpire, 
As bold as his who ſnatch'd celeſtial fire. 
But ſoon as e'er the beauteous ideot ſpoke, 
Forth from her coral lips ſuch folly broke, 
Like balm the trickling nonſenſe heal'd my wound, 
And what her Eyes enthrall'd, her Tongue unbound. 


* 


ON LADY MANCHESTER. 


BY ADDISON. 


WHILE haughty Gallia's dames, that ſpread 
O'er their pale cheeks an artful red, 

Beheld this beauteous ſtranger there, 

Jn native charms divinely fair, 

Confuſion in their looks they ſhew'd, 

And with unborrow'd bluſhes glow'd. 
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EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL “. 


BY THE SAME, 


IN all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 
Thou' rt ſuch a touchy, tefty, pleaſant fellow ; | 
Haſt ſo much wit, and mirth, and ſpleen about thee, 
There is no living with thee, nor without thee. 


ANOTHER. 


BY THE SAME. 


THY beard and head are of a diff rent dye; 
Short of one foot, diſtorted in an eye : 
With all theſe tokens of a knave compleat, 
Should'ſt thou be honeſt, thou'rt a dev'liſh cheat. 


» This and the following maſterly tranſlation from 
Martial are from two of Addiſon's Spectators, Nos. 68 
and 86. 


ö 
EIGRAM FROM MARTIAL “. 


BT STEELE, © + 


LET Rufus weep, rejoice, ſtand, fit, or walk, 
Still he can nothing but of Nævia talk; | 
Let him eat, drink, aſk queſtions, or diſpute, 
Still he muſt talk of Nevia, or be mute. 

He writ to his father, ending with this line, 
« T am, my lovely Nevis, ever thine ! ” 


EPITAPH FOR SIR JOHN VANBRUGH. 


BY DR. EVANS f. 


LIE heavy on him, Earth! for he 
Laid many heavy loads on thee ! 


* From a Spectator (No. 113) by Sir Richard Steele. 


7 Dr. Abel Evans, wifo, with a hundred others, has 
been merry at the expence of poor Sir John Vanbrugh, 
was an Oxford wit, as we might gather, if we had no 
better information, from the following Hexameter and 
Pentameter: _. | : 
Alma novem genuit celebres Rhedycina Poetas ; 
Zub, Stubb, Cobb, Crabb, Trapp, Young, Carey, Tickell, 

Evans, | 


— 


He 


[So 1 


ON SIR JOHN VANBRUGH'S DEVICE OF THE 
LION AND COCK AT BLENHEIM. 


BY THE SAME. 
HAD Marlborough's troops in Gaul no better fought, 
Than Van, to grace their fame, in ſculpture wrought, 


No more in arms, than he in emblems, ſkill'd, 
The Cock had driv'n the Lion from the field. 


ON A FAT GENTLEMAN AT OXFORD. 


BY THE SAME. 


WHEN Tadlow* walks the ſtreets, the Paviours cry, 
God bleſs you, Sir!“ and lay their rammers by. 


He was of St. John's College, and took the degree of 
M. A. in 1699; of B. D. in 170g; and of D. D. in 
1711. 


* A Dr. Tadlow, of whom little is known. 


( 8 J 


" 
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- ON THE BRIDGE AT BLENHEIM. 


TT Hl 
s 44 7 


BI THE SAME. 


THE lofty arch his high ambition ſhows, 
The fiream, apt emblem of his bounty, flows. 


% - 


ON THE DEATH OF A LADY'S CAT. 
ö f 5 % 
BY HARRISON *. 


. AND is Miſs Tabby from the world retir'd ? 
And are her lives, all her nine lives expir'd ? 
What ſounds, ſo moving as her own, can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play ſhe fell! 
Begin, ye tuneful Nine, a mouruful firife, 
For every muſe ſhould celebrate a life, 


William Harriſon was educated at Wincheſter, and 
thence removed to New College. After quitting the Uni- 
verſity he obtained the regard of Swift, who was zealons in 
promoting his intereſt, 'In Swift's works is a letter from 
Harriſon to the Dean, to which Dr. Birch has annexed ſome 
particulars of the writer, but confounded him with Thomas 

Harriſon 
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* 
* 


EXTEMPORE ox THE SIGHT or A DANCE. 
-BY JErtrevs *. 
HOW il the motion with the muſic ſuits ! 
So once play'd Orpheus; but ſo danc'd the Brutes. 


IN LATIN, 


A motu quantum modulatio diſerepat! Orpheus 
Sic olim luſit; fic ſaluere Feræ. | 


Harriſon of Queen's College. We have lately been aſſured 
that the favourite © Tale for the Ladies,” in the ſecond 
number of the Tatler, ufually aſcribed to Dr. Yalden, was 
his performance, - f 


* This epigram has been given to Welſted, Budgell, 
and Ambroſe Philips. Its real author, George Jeffreys, 
was a Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, who pub- 
liſhed, in 1954, © quarto volume of * Miſcellanies, in 
Verſe and Proſe,” He died in 1 7.45» aged 77. 
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| . 
\ n EPIGRAM. 
” r : © &FE% TY n 


BY Ink SAME. a 


. BOYS and their-Grand6res are by prating known 
enen and ren.” 


BY THE SAME. 


TEMPT but the fair with pieces ten, 
If naughty, ſhe'll conſent t'ye ; 
But is ſhe chaſte? Excuſe her then, 
She yields not — under twenty. 


SUICIDE: 
N AN EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL. 
| BY DR, SEWELL *. 
WHEN all the blandichments of life are gone, 
ö The coward ſneaks to death the brave lives on. 
Pr. George Sewell. 


E 


ON A RON SENT. TO OXFORD, AND A 
PRESENT OF BOOKS'TO CAMBRIDGE, BY KING 
' GEORGE, THE FIRST. 2718. 


' BY "DR; TRAPP, 
THE King obſerving, with judicious eyes, 
The ſtate of both his Univerſities, 

To one he ſent a regiment ; fre whe} 

That learned body wanted loyalty : | 
To th' other he ſent books, as well diſcerning | 
How much that loya/ body wanted learning *. 


* Theſe lines were once repeated to Sir William Browne, 
why wan 1— ve en. 


T The King to Oxford fent his bows of horſe, 
For Tories own ns argument but force. 
With equal care to Cambridge books he ſcat, 
For Whigs allow no force but argument. 


m_ 


[ 52 ] 


— 


2 4 
" EXTEMPORARY LINES, 


BY DR, YOUNG, \\ + 


| ON BEING OBLIGED, THOUGH "RELUCTANTLY, TO con- 
PLY WITH LADY ELIZABETH LEZ's* nxEQUEST OF 
LEAVING HER IN BIS GARDEN AT WELWYN, WHILE 
ME WENT TO ATTEND A VISITOR IN THE HOUSE. 


THUS Adam look d, when from the garden driv n, 
© a And thus diſputed orders ſent from heav'n : | 
: Like him, I go, and yet to go am loth; 
Like him, I go, for angels drive us both. 
Hard was his fate ; but mine {till more unkind ; 
R but mive ſtays behind. 


"E; = | 12 VOLTAIRE,” 
| . Boks 
RIBICULING MILTON 's ALLEGORY aud SIN AND DEATH, 


BY THE SAME, 


THOU art ſo witty, profligate, and thin, 
At once we think thee Milton, Death, and Sin. 


®* Daughter of the Earl of Litchfield, and widow of 
Colonel Lee ; afterwards Dr, 1 s wife, 


- 


. 


L 33 1 


ox MICHAEL. ANGELO'S FAMOUS PIECE OP THE 
\ - , CRUCIFIXION; 


WHO 18 8$A1ID TO HAVE STABBED A PERSON THAT A 
MIGHT DRAW. IT MORE NATURALLY . 


— 


WHILST his n on his canvaſs dies, | 
Stabb'd at his feet his brother 9 lies : © 

The daring artiſt, cruelly ſerene, A 
Views the pale cheek, and the diſtorted mien ; 

He draws off life by drops, and, deaf to cries, 
Examines every ſpirit as it flies ; 3. ; 

He ſtudies torment, dives in mortal woc, 
To rouſe up every pang repeats his blow ; 0 | 
Each rifing agony, each dreadful grace, 

Yet warm, tranſplanting to his Saviour's face. 

Oh glorious theft ! oh nobly wicked draught! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught | 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boaſt, - 
From his own all he ſtarts in horror loſt, 


* It is hardly 2 to obſerve that the * has no 


| foundation. 


7 3 


VERSES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE 
HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 


BY AARON HILL, 


SCOTLAND ! thy weather's like a modiſh wife, 
Thy winds and rains for ever are at ftrife : 
So termagant awhile her thunder tries, 
And when ſhe can no longer ſcold, the cries. 
\ 


EPIGRAM. 
* k BY THE SAME, 
WHIG and Tory ſcratch and bite, 


Juſt as hungry dogs, we ſee : 
Toſs a bone twixt two, they fight, 


Throw a couple, they agree. 


WOMAN'S RESOLUTION. 
BY THE SAME, 


« OH!” cried Arſenia, long in wedlock bleſt, 

Her head reclining on her huſband's breaſt, 

« Should Death divide thee from thy doting wife, 

« What comfort could be found in widow'd life ! 

« How the thought ſhakes me! Heaven, my Strephon 

« ſave, JEM 

« Or give the loft Arſenia half his grave!” 
Jaye heard the lovely mourner, and approv'd : 

And ſhould not wives like this (ſaid he) be loy'd ? 

| Take the ſoft ſorrower at her word, and try 

How deeply rooted woman's vows' can lie, 

_ "Twas ſaid and done The tender Strephon died; 

Arſenia two long months t'outlive him tried, 

And in the third, alas! —became a bride. 


| BY, THE, sau. 
WOMEN talk of love for faſhion ; 
So they do of ſpi pirits walking . ., 


But no more they feel the paſſion , 3 
Than fee the ghoſt of which they're talking... % 


* 
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BY THE SAME, 


' TENDER-HANDED n nettle, | | 8 | 
And it tings you for your pain; e 


Graſp it, mee, 8 
| And it ſoft as filk remains. 
"4 Tis the fame with common flatures : | | 
; ni bn! 4 


$a 


Uſe 'em kindly, they rebel; 
But be rough as nutmeg-graters, | 
And the rogues obey you well. 4 | ; 


THE MIRACLE AT CANA #. 
_ BY THE SAME, 


WHEN Chriſt, at Cana's feaſt, by pow'r divine, | S 
Inſpir d cold water with the warmth of wine, 
See | cried they, while in red'ning tide it guſh'd, 

The baſhful ſtream hath ſeen its Lord, and bluſh'd. 


„Thie much-admired epigram is tranſlated from the -- 
Latin of Richard Craſhaw, a Fellow of Peter-houſe, Cam- 
bridge, and a Wooer of the Muſes, in the time of Charles - 
the Firſt | As che original is often praiſed; and as Cre- 
ſhaw's « Epigrammata Sacra are not very common, 
ſome of my readers may be pleafed to ſee it here, 


| JOANN. 2. 
Aquz in vinum verſa. 


VUade rubor veſtris, et non ſua purpura, lymphis ? 
Que roſa mirantes tam nova mutat aquas ? 

Numen, 'convive, preſcns agnoſcite numen |! 
Nympha pudica Deum vidit, et erubuit. 


| EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME, 


WHISP RING cloſe-a maid long courted; 1; | / 
Thus cried Drone, by touch tranſported — ' |. | 
« Prithee, tell me, gentle Dolly! - bole, 
a Is not loving long a folly?” "oe 
Tes, ſaid ſhe, with ſmile reproving, 

Eg N long, and only STE; " 
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„ 25 291 Sri dan. 


GREAT Capitolian Jove! thou god, to whom 

Our Cœſar owes that bliſs he ſheds on Rome 
And all thy bleſſings for themſelves defire, 
Accuſe me not of pride, that I alone f 

Put up no pray'r that can be call'd my o : 
For Cæſars wants, O Jove! I ſue to thee — 

Cæſar himſelf can grant what's fit for me. 


89 ] 


Ax EPITAPH ON A TALKATIVE LADY. 


BY THE SAME *. 


HOW apt are men to lie! How dare they ſay, | 
When life is gone, all learning fleets away ? _ 
+ Since this glad grave holds Cloe fair and young, 
Who, where ſhe is, firſt learnt — to hold her tongue. 


| 
| 


After theſe ſpecimens of Aaron Hill's poetry, an 
epigtam on it by the author of Clariſſa may not be unac- 


ceptable, though occaſioned by better lines than it came 
— my _— to eve — 


% 
- 


When noble thoughts with SS pure unite, 
To give to kindred excellence its right, 
Though unencumber'd with the clogs of rhyme, 
Where tinkling ſounds, for want of meaning, chime, 
Which, like the rocks in Shannon's midway courſe, 
Divide the ſenſe, and interrupt its force; 

Well may we judge ſo ſtrong and clear a rill 

Flows higher from the Muſes' ſacred Hill, 


- 


„I AM,” cried Apollo, "when Daphne he woo'd, 


[ 6] 


0 
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10 APOLLO MAKING LOVE. , 


FROM FONTENELLE. 


e 31 TY 
BY TICKELL, 


* 
* 
or * 
4 N . 


And panting for breath the coy virgin purſued, 
When his wiſdom, in manner moſt ample, expreſt 


The long liſt of the graces his godſhip poſſeſt, 


I'm the god of ſweet ſong, and infpirer of lays.” 


- 4 


Nor for lays nos ſweet ſong the fair fugitive flays.” 
rm the god of the harp—ftop my faireſt!” In vain; 
Nor the harp nor the harper could fetch her again. t 
« Ey'ry plant, ew ry flow'r, and their virtues, I know; 
God of light Im above, and of phyſic below.” 
At the dreadful word phyſic the nymph fled more faſt, 
At the fatal word phyſic the doubled her haſte. | 
Thou fond god of wiſdom, then alter thy phraſe, 
Bid her view thy young bloom, and thy raviſhing rays, 
Tell her leſs of thy knovledge, and more of thy charms, 
And, my life for't, the damſet ſhall fly to thy arms *.. 


\ 


* Foatenelle's laſt line is better than Tickell's : — 
„ Daphne, ſur ma parole, auroit tourné la tete.“ 


* 
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ON TWO MILLERS OF MANCHESTER, NAME D 


BONE AND SKIN, WHO WANTED TO MONO- 


POLIZE CORN. 


* BY TROX“. * „AJA 
TWO millers thin, 
Would-ftarve us all, or near it ; 
But be it known 4 (4 
To Skin and Bone, 
That Fleſh and Blood can't bear it; 


28 * 2 


* Author, and at a very early age, of the elegant verſes, 
beginning © My time, O ye Muſes, was happily ſpent.” — 
John Byrom, having been educated: at Merchant-Taylors' 

School, was, in 1708, admitted Penſioner of Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge, where, in 1714, he obtained a Fellow- 
ſhip. He died at Mancheſter, the town in which he was 
born, and in which he paſſed the "ou et of his life, 
September 26, 1763. r 


A Maſter's degree was the laſt conferred on „ bim at 
the Univerſity; but it ſeems. to have been the faſhion to 
title him Dofor Byrom. 


;, 


a 
ane THE COQUETTE. 
| BFOW OT * i 
BY- "BROOME. 3 
| SYLVIA, with umconteſed ſway, 
| Like Rome's fam'd tyrant, reigns, 
1 Beholds adoring crowds obey, , 


And heroes proud to wear ber chains: 
5 Yet ftoops, like him, to every prize, 
ee eee | 


„ 4 


— 

Attends each flatterer's vows ; 
And, like a picture drawn with art, 

on A lock on all that gaze beftows, 

O may the power, en actin 

"Grant rather ſcorn than hope with fools! 

| Miſtaken nymph ! the erowds that gaze, 

Adore thee into ſhame; £5 
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+» Unguardedbeautyjis dig, 
| Ol And Coxcomnbs, when they praiſe, defame, 
O fly fuch'brutes in human ſhapes, | ev. 
| Nor, like th' Egyptians, worſhip Apes, 
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EPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL 


— BAY #, 


4 4 
= 


11 1. Er. Ty 
10 Lady Mary, Belair makes addreſſes,” 2 ag 
Preſents he makes, ſighs, preſſes, and profeſſes. 
Js the ſo fair? No lady fo ill off. 
What i. c captivating then Her cough. 


EAA E 
2 bn. $» IN iI... 
YOU ay you nothing owe, and fo 1 fay : 7 


He only owes, who ſomething has to pay. 


* Willkm Hay, Eſch 4 complete edition of whoſe 
works hn lately been publiſhed in two quarto volumes. 
He was born in 1695, and choſen into Parliament, in 
733-4, for the town of Seaford, which he repreſented 
with great credit, till an apoplexy, in 1755, put a pe- 
riod to his exiſtence, Of his writings, the Eſſay on De- 
formity is, perhaps, beſt known, and certainly moſt re- 
markable, When we recolle& that he was in his own 
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2 WHAT place to keep your Ice in I approve, 
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"HIMSELF he flew, when he the foe would fiy : 
What madneſs this, for fear of death, to die! 


* 1 & , , : 
\ LIB, Jo BF, LXI. 


* 


IS a mere.nothing that you aſk, you cry : , 


RS, 
: | . ; 2 — 4 
I you aſk nothing — nothing I deny. 
5 6 . a7 „ LS" N £ * | ” g 
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Oy * WHO b that bean—pray tell me, Ws hw 
4 | Still near your wife ? Pray tell me—Who's that beau, 
= * Still pouring nonſenſe on her glowing ear, 

With bis right elbow leaning on her chair? 


ig 


t 65 1 2 


Who on his hand the arkling brilliant wears, 
His hand almoſt as white and ſoft as hers ? 

That man is; though he now ſo gay appears, 
« A lawyer, who tranſacts my wife's affairs.” *  . 
A lawyer that! I vow you make me ftare ! 
Surely Lord Foppington's turn'd practiſer 

A lawyer that! You are a precious ſquire, 
Fit for a Gomez in the Spaniſh Friar ! 1 7 
Your wife's affairs! Believe me, one ſo fine. 
Tranſacts not her affairs ſo much as tine. 


118. 6. Er. XIX. 


MY ae ee 
I ſue my neighbour for this only reaſon, 
That late three ſheep of mine to pound he drove : 
This is the point the conrt would have you * 
Concerning Magna Charta you run on, 
And all the perjuries of old King John: 
Then of the rande and Black Priqce you il 
And talk of John o Stiles, and John o Gaunt; 
With voice and hand a mighty pother keep. 

. Now, pray dear Sir, one word about the Sheep. 


GJ - 


| , * Wi 
T6] | 
7 mild gitti;! be 6 HN 
. 7. ne 117, 
. YOU . dhe heads ene: 
For fear you ſhould return the 2 
113. 8. r. xiv. 
voun nge! and myrtles, with what coft, 
You guard againſt the nipping winds and froft ! : 
The abſent ſun the conſtant ſtoves repair ; wt: 
Windows admit his beams, without the air. = 
My garret too has windows, but not glaſſes, 
Where Boreas never ſtays, but often paſſes. 
For ſhame |! to let an old acquaintance freeze! © 
I had much better live amongſt your Trees, 
PC. os 11. 8. 22, x x111. 
n 
Who beat my cook for ſpoiling of my dinner. 
pa trifling cauſe on this you look, 
| Tal . a befter cauſe to * a cock. 
2 nne | 
| | £588. Tv a 
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15. 8. r. IXI. 
THE ancients all your veneration have; 
You like no poet on this ſide the grave: 
Yet, pray excuſe me, if, to pleaſe vou, 1! 
Can hardly think it worth my while to die. 


1 3 * 5 ; 
L1B, 8. zr. LXXIV, 


A DOCTOR lately was a Captain made : 
X Fe It is a change of title, not of trade. 


LIB. 11. EP, XXXV. 
JACK buys an ancient cottage, dull and foul, 
And ſcarce a decent harbour for an owl, 
Near to an hoſpitable neighbour's ſeat : — 
Jack will not /odge ſo well as he will eat. 


LIB. 11. EF. LXIX. 
AN Enfign's poſt you afk, and that's denied: 
Aſk for a Colonel's—leſs twill hurt your prids, 


LIB. 12. EF, XLVI., 


WHEN Scribbler makes us for his verſe ſubſcribe, 
All are not mad of the poetic tribe, 


. 
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L13. $2." 17 ue. 
WEALTHY was of a fever like to die 
When a moſt folemn vo was made by Sly, | 
If his friend Wealthy gave not up the ghoſt, 


A church he'd build at his own proper coft. 


Wealthy gets well. Thinks Sly, left in the lurch, 
— panel. han carts re chord. 


EPIGRAM *, 
BY HENLEY. 
POPE came off clean with Homer ; but they fay 
OT IONIC Any re EW 
7 3 in N Life of Broome. 


+ bobbin was cant by Pope to tranſlate eight 
books of 5 m | 


nos 


EPIGRAM, | 


ON SERING A WHOLE LENGTH OF NASH BETWEEN THE 


BUSTS OF 8IR ISAAC NEWTON AND M&A. POPE IN THE 


: ; : Y * « 


ROOMS AT BATH, 


BY THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, 
IMMORTAL Newton never ſpoke ,_ , 
| More truth than here you'll find; ; 
Nor Pope himſelf e'er penn'd a joke : 
More cruel on mankind. 2 


The picture plac'd the buſts between, 
Gives ſatire all its ſtrength ; 

Wiſdom and Wit are little feen, 
But Folly at full length Sera 0 


£ " * * 
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75 5 | \ 7 
AN EPIGRAM ON THE REVEREND LAURENCE 


© ECHARD'S AND BISHOP GILBERT BURNET'S " 


. = 


HISTORIES. 


His ſharp and ftrong incifion pen 
Hiſtorically cuts up men. 
And does with Jucid fall impart = 
Thxir imrard all of head and ben. 
Laurence proceeds another way, 

b And welt d d figures doth dipl: 
His characters are all in fleſh, _ 

8 Their hands as fairy thir face rh. 
And from his feet ning art derive, 
A better ſcent than when alive: 
He wax-work made, to pleaſe the ſons, 
Whoſe fathers were Gil's ſkeletons. 


* Matthew Green, of the Cuſtom-houſe; for a beautiful 
edition of whoſe Poems, with ſome judicious obſervations 
on them, we are obliged to Dr, Aikin. 
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THE FIRST PAIR. 
20 EAA 341 
BY THE REV. JOHN STRAIGHT ®, 


ADAM alone could not be eaſy, 
So he muſt have a wife, an't pleaſe ye: 
"And how did he procure this wife 
To cheer his ſolitary life? 
| Why, from a rib cut off his fide 

Was form'd this neceſſary bride, 
But how did he the pain beguile ? 


Pho] he ſlept ſweetly all the while. 


But when this rib was re-applied, 

In woman's form, to Adam's ſide, 
How then, I pray you, did it anſwer ? 

He never ſlept ſo ſweet again, Sir. 


Who held, many years ago, the living of Findea in 
Suſſex, , See the Gentleman's Magazine for 1776. 
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ON CHARINUS, THE HUSBAND OF AN UGLY WIFE. 
ö | | : | 


FROM JOHANNES SECUNDUS, 


* = + % 


BY THE REV, JOHN WHALEY *, 


YOUR wife's poſleſt of ſuch a face and mind, 
So charming that, and this ſo ſoft and kind, * 
So ſmooth her forehead, and her voice ſo ſweet, 
Her words ſo tender, and her dreſs ſo neat, 
That would kind heav'n, whence man all good derives, 
In wondrous bounty, ſend me three ſuch wives, 

E: Dear happy huſband ! take it on my word, 

e open ad to take the third. 


ON A WASP'S SETTLING ON DELIA'S ARM. 
BI THE SAME, 
HOW fweetly careleſs Delia ſeems, 
(Her innocence can fear no harm) 


While round th' envenom'd inſect ſkims, 
Then ſettles on her ſnowy arm 


2 þ* 4 


* Formerly Fellow pf King's College. 


1 J. 


Ve flutt ring beaux, and ſpiteful bards, 
To you this moral truth I fing :— 

Senſe, join'd to Virtue, diſregards 
Both Folly's buzz and Satire's ſting. 


EPIGRAM, 5 


ON SEEING TWO PERSONS PASS BY IN VERY DISFERENT 


EQUIPAGES, 
BY DAVID MALLET, 
IN modern, as in ancient days, 
See what the Muſes have to brag on: 


The Player in his own poſt-chaiſe, 
The Poet in a carrier's waggon 


EPIGRAM, . 


WRITTEN AT TUNBRIDGE WELLS, M. oce. LX. 
BY THE SAME, 

WHEN Churchill led his legions on, 

Succeſs till follow'd where he ſhone. 


VOL. I. H 
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And are thoſe triumphs, with the dead,. 
, All from his hquſe for. ever fled ? | | 
Not lo : by ſofter, ſurer arms, a 
They yet remain in Beauty's charms; 
For, look on blooming Pembroke's face, 
E'en now he triumphs in his race. 3 


* 


TO AMANDA, WITH A COPY OF THE SEASONS. 


BY THOMSON. - 


ACCEPT), dear nymph, a tribute due 
To ſacred Friendſhip, and to Lou: 
4 But with it take, what breath'd the whole, 
O © take to thine the Poet's ſoul ! 

If Fancy here her pow'r diſplays, 

Or if a Heart exalt theſe lays, 

_ You faireſt in that Fancy ſhine, 

And all that Heart is fondly thine. 


EL — 
q 3 q * 
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EPIGRAM*, ' 
BY- DR. DODDRIDGE, 


P 


ON HIS MOTTO, © DUM VIVIMUS VIVAMUS,” 


LIVE, while you live — the Epicure would ſay, 
And ſeize the pleaſure of the preſent day. 
Live, while you live the ſacred Preacher cries, 

And give te God each moment as it flies. 

| | Lord, in my views let both united be ! 

lie in Pleaſure, while I live to Thee. 


EPIGRAM +, 
BY DR, DODDRIDGE, 
ON ONE OF HIS PUPILS, A WEAK YOUNG "MAN, WHO 


THOUGHT THAT HE HAD INVENTED A METHOD OF 
FLYING TO THE MOON, 


AND will Volatio quit this world ſo ſoon ? 
And fly to his own native ſeat, the moon? 


"Twill ſerve, however, in ſome little ſtead, 
5 That he ſets out with ſuch an empty head. 


* Mr. Boſwell tells us that Dr, Johnſon called this 
* one of the fineſt epigrams in the Engliſh language.” 
+ From the Biographia Britannica, 
H 2 
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"by | - EPIGRAM, 
OCCASIONED BY THE WORDS „ ons rain,“ ix THE 
8 nb VOLUME ON BISHOP BUANET'S KISTORY, 
| | '7 + Y ! 05 a 15 7 
BY DODSLEY, Pts 
f A 4 F311 18 * n / 
ONE Prior i and is this, this all the fame n 
I ̃᷑ be Poet from th' Hiſtorian can chm? 
1 
Fe No; Prior's verſe poſterity ſhall quote, 
* When tis forget one Burnet ever wrote. 
| 1 
2 . FRF 0 N BT THE SAME. 4 ein d 4 0 
285 En A A S ? 299 4 LY 6. K 1 > an 
CRIES Sylvia to a reverend Dean, 
% 
What reaſon can be given, 


Since marriage is a holy thing, 
That there is none in Heaven? 


8 There are no Women, he replied. 
She quick returns the jeſt ; - 
Women there are; but I'm afraid 5 10 
They cannot find a Prieſt. 
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THE KINGS OF EUROPE. 


BY THE SAME, 


WHY, pray, of late do Europe's Kings 
©  Nojjeſter in their courts admit ? 
They're grown ſuch ftately, folemn things, 
To bear a joke they think not fit. 


% 


But though each court a jeſter lacks, 
To laugh at monarchs to their face, 

All mankind do, behind their backs, 
Supply the honeſt jeſter's place. 
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THE POWER OF MUSIC. +: 
 TMITATED FROM THE SPANISH. 


BY DR. LISLE *, 
1 4 


WHEN Orpheus went down to th region debe, 


| Which men are forbidden to fee, _ 7 
. — 
ARON: Wb 1 


Should raſhly endanger his life, 


And venture ſo far — but how vaſt the ſurpriſe, 


777 


To find out a pun inment due to his fault, 


Old Pluto long puzzled his brain; 
But Hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 
So he gave him his Wife back again. 


But pity, ſucceeding, found place in his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, 
He took her again, in reward of his art; 
Such merit had Muſic in Hell! 


Dr. Thomas Liſle was Rector of Burclere, Hants, 
He died March 27, 1767. 
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THE SN e BALL. 


HMOS Agr 22 21.30% 
FROM PETRONIUS AFRANIUS. 


FITS 8 


BY SOAME JENYNS, 


WEITE got hey ig fair Tulia threw | 
A ball of filver ſnow; 

Ti fromn glods fr'd an it de, 
My boſom felt it glow. 


Strange pow'r of Love! whoſe great command 
| Can thus a Snow-ball arm ! 
When ſent, fair Julia, from thy hand, 
Een ice itſelf can warm. 


How ſhouid we then ſecure our hearts ? 
Love's pow'r we all muſt feel, 
Nen by ſtrange magic arts, 

| eee 


"Tis thou alone, fair Julis * | 
Canſt quench my fierce deſire; 
But not with water, ice, or ſnow, 


But with an equal fire, 


rr 


Pro THE SAME. 


Y * { 7 


: HS Ge re hat; canſt daily hear 
Thy flave's complaint, without one ſigh or tear, 
| — Hear 20k gen; 
At theſe imaginary ſcenes of woe 7 
Rather teach theſe to weep, and that to heave, 
„ pos to Gaſs gives 


And if ſuch pity to feign'd love is due, a6 
Conſider how much more you owe to true. 1 


WRITTEN EXTEMPORE ON A WINDOW. 


BY LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE. 


WHILST thirſt of praiſe, and vain define of fame, 
In every age, is every woman's aim ; 

With courtſhip pleas d, of filly toaſters proud, 
Fond of a train, and happy in a crowd ; 

On each poor fool beſtowing ſome kind glance, 
Each conqueſt owing to ſome looſe advance; 


- 
| 
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Wnile vain coquettes affect to be purſued, 
And think they're virtuous, if not groſely lewd, 
Let this great maxim be my virtue's guide : 

In part ſhe is to blame that has been try'd— 
He comes too near that comes to be deny d. 


1 
f 


. 
* p ' 
THE AKE. 5 
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4 CANNON-BALL, one bloody dy, 
Took a; poor ſailor's leg away; s — 915d} bd Sit 
Ny SLES E Is Fe ae of 1 306 
A ſecond fairly took. his bead off. 
The fellow, 8 Barr y 
55 ono, 
What! cries the Doctor, are you drunk. 
To bring me here a headleſs trunk? 
A lying dog CO ANG Fu 


His Leg was off, and not his Head. 


8 2 11 2 1 Das 3 1659 2 10 


* W. Taylor, whole picces in this colletion are printed "PA 
from Dodſley's. 
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' THE BREWER'S COACHMAN. . 


. * * N ' 8 i 


BY THE SAME, 
5 x v2 31. 


HONEST William, an eaſy and good-natur'd fellow, 
Would a little too-oft get a little too mellow. 
Body-coachman was he to an eminent brewer — - 
No better e er ſat in a box to be ſure. 
His coach was kept clean, and no mothers or nurſes | 
Took that care of their babes that hs todke of his horſes. 
He had theſe— ay, and fifty good qualities more, 
gg eee 
So his maſter effoctually mended the matter; 
By hiring a man who drank nothing but water. 
Now, William, ſays he, you ſee the plain caſe, 
Had you drunk as he does, you'd kept a good place. 
Drink water ! quoth William; had all men done ſo, 
You'd never have wanted a coachman, I trow. 
They're ſoakers, like me, whom you load with re- 
| pProaches, 
That enable you brewers to ride in your coaches. 
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HULL ALE. . 


BY THE SAME. 


LONG time did a filly old proverb — | 
That meat, drink, and cloth, were all found in good 

Till a lover of truth went on purpoſe to Hull, 

And, to try an experiment, drank his ſkin full. 

He began to ſee viſions, his head it turn'd round, 

| Till off from his keffal he fell on the ground : 4 
There in trances profound this philoſopher mellow 

Lay all night in the ſnow conſulting his pillow. 

Oracular vapours give prophecy birth, "mt 

As Plutarch reports, ſpringing out of the earth. 

Whether this was the cauſe, or however inſpir d, 

Our ſage gave a ſentence will be ever admir d. 

"T'was this pronounce that good ale is good meat, 

For I find I have no inclination to eat : 

That good ale is good cloth you may honeſtly boaſt, 


For, i' faith! I'm as blithe and as warm as a toaſt : 

But to call it good drink is a lie, Il be fworn, 

For I ne'er was ſo dry ſince the hour I was born. 
The cloth, cries a punſter, who chanc'd to come by, 

* Muſt be a good drap, if it kept you fo dry. 


« 4 
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THE DROPSICAL MAN. 
BY THE SAME. | 


A JOLLY brave toper, who could not forbear, 
Though his life was in danger, old port and ſtale 


Gave the doctors the hearing — but ſtill would drink 
W PE 7. | 


Till the dropſy had ſwell'd him as big as a tun, 
The more he took phyſic, the worſe ſtill he grew, 
f And tapping was now the laſt thing he could do. 
Affairs at this criſis, and doctors come down, 
He began to conſider — ſo ſent for his ſon. 
Tom, ſee by what courſes. I've ſhorten d my lite, 
Im leaving the world, ere I'm forty and five; 
More than probable 'tis, that, in twenty-four hours, 
This manor, this houſe, and eſtate, will be yours. 
My early exceſſes. may teach you this truth, 
That tis working for death to drink, hard in one's 
. youth; _  - | 2 f 
Says Tom, (who's a lad of a, generous Fin, 
And not like young rakes, ho re in haſte to inherit) 
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Sir, don't be diſhearten d; altho' it be true 
Th' operation is painful, and hazardous too, 2 
Tis no more than what many a man has 

And then, as for years, you may yet be call'd young, 
Tour life, after this, may be happy and long. 

Don't flatter me, Tom, was the father's reply, 

With a jeſt in his mouth and a tear in his eye ; 
Too well, by experience, my veſſels, thou know'ſt, 
No ſooner are tapp'd, but they give up the ghoſt, 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE REV. FRANCIS BLACKBURNE®. 


LYCIDAS TO PRUDSNTIA, 


DESCEND, fair Stoic, from thy flights 
From nature learn to know, 

Our Paſſions are the needful weights 

That make our Virtues go, 


9 ge * Late Archdeacon of Cleveland, 


„ I 


PRUDENTIA TO LYCIDAS. 


True, Lycidas; but think not fo 
Another truth to ſhun : | 
But make our Vices run. 


— 


ON MILO* THE WRESTLER. 


AN EPIGRAM FROM THE GREEK, 


*% 


BY WEST, 


WHEN none adventur'd, in th' Olympic ſand, 
The might of boiſt'rous Milo to withſtand, 
* 
Milo of Crotona, Who gained ſix Olympic, and the 
ſame number of Pithian crowns. Many inſtances are 
tranſmitted to us of his uncommomſtrength. The learned 
Tranſlator of the epigram gives a curious one from Pauſanius, 
„This Milo, (he relates, in his admirable Diſſertation on 
the Olympic Games) to give a proof of his aſtoniſhing 
force, was wont to take a pomegranate, which, without 
ſqueezing or breaking it, he held ſo faſt by the mere 
ſtrength of his fingers, that nobody was able to take it 
from him — nobody but his miſtreſs, ſays Elian,” 


— 
7 — 
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Th' unrivall'd chief advanc d to ſeize the crown, 

But, mid his triumph, flipp'd unwary down. 

The people ſhouted, and forbad beſtow 

The wreath on him, who fell without a foe. 
But riſing, in the midſt he ſtood, and cry'd, 

“Do not three falls the victory decide ? 

« Fortune indeed hath giv'n me one, but who | 
Will undertake to throw me th' other two ? + 


' | EPIGRAM ON DR. YOUNG'S NIGHT THOUGHTS, 
ON LIFE, DEATH; AND IMMORTALITY. - 


BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROWNE. 
Life is lifeleſs, and his Death ſhall die, 
And mortal is his Immortality. 
ON A POEM, CALLED SILENCE.“ 
BY THE SAME. 


ON Silence this! What next you write 
Be Chaos ! — Ralph has handled N:ght*/ 


Night,“ a Poem by James Ralph, one of Pope's Dunces, 
I 2 l 
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—- TO MISS LUCY FORTESCUE *, WITH HAMMOND'S 
ELEGIES. 


_— 


— BY LORD LYTTLETON, 


| ALL that of Love can be expreſt - 
—_ —- But, Lacy, would you know the reſt, 
| It muſt be read in Me. 


| vY uns sabi 


NONE, without Hope, e er lov d the brighteſt fair ; 
But Love can hope, where Reaſon would deſpair. 


CHISWICK. 


BY THE REV, MR, SEWARDF. 


THE potent Lord, who this bright villa plann'd, 
Exhibits here a Paradiſe regain d. | 


| * Whom Lord (then Mr.) Lyttleton married in 1741. 
1 + Late Canon-Reſidentiary of Litchfield, 


tt 0 


.Whate'er of verdure have hills, lawns, or woods, * 
Whate'er of ſplendour, buildings, flow'rs, or floods, 
'Whate'er of fruits the trees, of birds the air, 

In bliſsful union are collected here: 

All with ſuch harmony diſpos d, as ſhews, 

That in the midſt the Tree of Knowledge grows. 


ON LORD COBHAM'S GARDENS. 


- BY DR, COTTON®, 


IT puzzles much the ſages' brains, 
Where Eden ſtood of yore; 
Some place it in Arabia's plains, 
Some ſay it is no more, 


Wed. | ; 


But Cobham can theſe tales confute, 
As all the curious know ; | 
For he has prov'd, beyond diſpute, Me 
That Paradiſe is Stow, "a9 


. Author of The Fire- Side. 
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VERSES WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF A GEN- 
TLEMAN, TO WHOM A LADY HAD GIVEN A 
SPRIG OF MYRTLE®, > 


BY DR, JOHNSON uh - 


WHAT hopes, what terrors does this gift create 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain fate! 8 
The myrtle (enſign of ſupreme command, 
Confign'd by Venus to Meliſſa' s hand) 


® The verſes on the Sprig of Myrtle occaſioned a paper 
war in the Gentleman's Magazine, a year or two ago, be- 
tween Miſs Seward and Mr. Boſwell, Miſs Seward con- 
tended that they were not written by Johnſon, Mr. Boſ- 
well, in ſupport of a contrary opinion, produced a letter 
from Mr. HeQor of Birmingham, and went a little out of 
his way to ſneer at his fair opponent's poetry. This con- 

i teſt gave riſe to the following tetraſtic: : : 


What, Jamie! Hector and talk big! 
Fie on th“ unmanly quarrel ! 

Here—take your maſter's Myrtle-Sprig, 
But ſpare a lady's Laurel, 


+ In the catalogue of the works of which Dr. Johnſon 
had formed ſchemes, is A Collection of Epigrams with 
Notes and Obſervations.” | 
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Not leſs capricious than a reigning fair, 

Oft fayours, oft rejects a loyer's pray r. 
In myrtle ſhades deſpairing ghoſts complain, 

In myrtle ſhades oft ſings the happy ſwain, 
The myrtle crowns the happy lovers' heads ; 
Th' unhappy lover's graves the myrtle ſpreads. 
Oh ! then, the meaning of thy gift impart, 

And eaſe the throbbings of an amxious heart. 
Soon muſt this Sprig, as thou ſhalt fix his doom, 
Adorn Philander's head, or deck his tomb. 


IMITATION OF THE STYLE OF * . 


- BY THE SAME. 


HERMIT hoar, in ſolemn cell, 
Wearing out life's evening gray ; 

Strike thy boſom, ſage, and tell 

What is bliſs, and which the way. 


Thus 1 ſpoke, and ſpeaking ſigh'd, 
Scarce repreſs'd the ftarting tear, 

When the hoary ſage reply'd, | 
Come, my lad, and drink ſome beer,” 


„ DR 


— — . — 
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' TRANSLATION OF A FRENCH EPIGRAM UNDER 


A PRINT REPRESENTING PERSONS | 
_ SKAITING. 


BY THE SAME. 
* 


O'ER crackling ice, o'er gulphs profound, 

Wich nimble glide, the ſkaiters play; 

Oer treach'rous Pleaſure's flow'ry ground, 
Thus lightly ſkim, and haſte away 


TRANSLATION OF M. BENSERADE'S LINES,. 
«4A SON LIT.” 


BY THE SAME. 


IN bed we laugh, in bed we cry, - 

And born in bed, in bed we die; 
The near approach a bed may ſhow 
Of human bliſs to human woe.. 
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TO DR. LINDEN, - 


_ ON M18 TAKLATISE ON CHALYBEATE WATERS, 


BY THOMSON . 


WITH healing wings, intent on doing good, 
An angel viſited Betheſda's flood ; 
Quick as the morning ray, or evening beam, 
The fick, who drink, the impotent, who lave, 
Dive from diſeaſes, and deceive the grave. 
Though miracles are ceas'd, yet all confeſs, 
Your works and you are—only ſomething leſs. 
So much is to your worth and learning due, 
Bath is Betheſda ; the good angel, You. 


* 


* William Thomſon, formerly Fellow of Queen's Col - 
lege, Oxford. 


VIII INSCRIBED on a MONUMENT, CALLED © Tus 
TOMB OF CARE,” iN THE GARDEN OF THE LATE 

F Jon aten“, 16. AT COWLEY f, IN MIDDLESEX; 
WHERKON THAEE BEAUTIFUL BOYS ARE COVER» 

ING A FUNERAL URN WITH A VELL OF JLOWERS. 


| | 1 
; by BY PAUL WHITEHEAD, - 
| WH, buſy. boys, why thus entwine 


LA . The flow'ry veil around this ſurine? 


f . if, for halcyon days like cheſe. 
3 The ſight too ſolemn were to pleaſe: 
1 Miſtaken boys] what ſight's ſo fair 
TJ To mortals; as the Tomb of Care? 

Nee let the gloomy tyrant lie; 

E - His urn an altar ſhall ſupply, 

| | Sacred to eaſe and ſocial mirth ; 0 

i + For Care's is Pleaſure's birth. : 

| | 4 2 Of Covent-Garden Theatre. 

. 8 + The preſent poſſeſſor of Cowley-Grove is Mrs. Evans. 
3 7 
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EPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL. 


BY DR. JOHN HOADLEY®, 


BOOK 1, zr. X1V +. 
WHEN Arria from her wounded fide . 
To Petus gave the recking ſteel, 6 
I feel not what I've done, ſhe cried ; 
What Pztus is to do — I feel. 


BOOK 3. EP. K1I111. 


BEFORE a ſwan, behind a crow, 

Such powdering did I never know. 

Ah! ceaſe your arts: Death knows your re gray, 
And, ſpite of all, will keep his day. 


— 


* Youngeſt ſon of Dr. Benjamin Hoadley, Biſhop of 
Wincheſter, I refer thoſe who wiſh to ſee a particular ac- 
count of this ingenious Divine to Nichols's Select Col-- 
lection of Poems, with Notes,“ a miſcellany that bas fur- 
niſhed me with much pleaſant information. 


+ Innumerable are our verſions of this famous epigram. 
Dr. John Hoadley's is the happieſt I have ſeen, The 
| Engliſh reader will find the ſad tory of Pætus aud Arria 
in the 52d number of the Tatler. 


2 


. 


BOOK 4. kr. LXXVILL, | ; 1 
" WITH lace bedizen'd comes the man, 
And I muſt dine with Lady Anne. 
A ſilver ſervice loads the board, 
Of eatables a flender hoard. — 
Vour pride, and not your viftuals, ſpare, 
«I came to dine, and not to ſtare.” 


BOOK 7. EP. Xxx. 
WHEN Dukes in town aſk thee to dine, 
To rule their roaſt, and ſmack their wine ; 
Or take thee to their country ſeat, 
| To make their dogs, and bleſs their meat ; 
3 , dream not on preferment ſoon, 
ED.” Thou'rt not their Friend, but their Buffoon, 


| nOOK 8. zr. Xxx. 
[- ALIKE in temper and in life, 
A drunken huſband, ſottiſh wife; 


She a ſcald, a bulley he, 
. The devil's in't, they don't agree *. 


| * This taught u been expanded by Be 
4 | 
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BOOK 12, EP, XXIII. 


| YOUR teeth from Hemet, and your hair from 
Bolney, 
Was not an eye too to be had for money ? 


BOOK 12, EP, XXX, 


NED is a ſober fellow, they pretend — 
Such would I have my Coachman, not my Friend, 


BOOK 12. | EP, C111, 
YOU fell your wife's rich jewels, lace, and cloaths, 
The price once paid, away the purchaſe goes : 
But ſhe a better bargain proves, I'm told ; 
Still ſold returns, and ftill is to be fold, 


VOL, I. K 
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' EPIGRAM. 


BY THE REV. JOSIAH RELPH X, 


- LOLLIUS, with head bent back, and cloſe ſhut eyes, 
All ſervice time devoutly ſnoring lies: 

Its great diſlike, in fies! the pariſh ſpeaks, 

And wonders Lollius thus the Sabbath breaks. | 
But I think Lollius keeps the Sabbath beſt ; 

For why ? — He makes it ſtill a day of reft. 


* Where this compilation is indebted to a poet not 
generally known, I have thought it not improper to give a 
ſhort biographical note, — Joſiah Relph was born, Dec. 3, 
1712, at Sebergham, in Cumberland, and, after finiſhing 
his education at Glaſgow, taught the grammar-ſchool at 
his native town. He afterwards ſucceeded to the curacy, 
which he kept till his death, Jan. 26, 1943. In the pre- 
face to a poſthumous volume of his poems, now before me, 
he is ſaid to have been a man of ſingular humility and 
benevolence, : \ 
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TO ZOILUS. 


FROM BUCHANAN, 


BY THE SAME, 


WITH induſtry I ſpread your praiſe, 
With equal you my cenſure blaze : 
But, Zoilus, all in vain we do; 

The world nor credits me, nor you, 


FROM THE DELEC. EPIGRAMM. 
| BY THE SAME, 
THUS ſpoke old hum'rous Bowſy from his bed, 
When a late viſit ſome rude villains made; 
What ſeek ye here, my friends, at midnight, pray? 
The devil a thing can I ſee at mid-day. 


ACERRA. 
FROM MARTIAL. 
BY THE SAME, \ 
OF yeſterday's debauch he ſmells, you ay : 
Tis falſe—Acerra ply'd it till to-day. 


K 2 
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/ 
OCCASIONED BY THE DEATH OF A YOUNG GIRL. 
: 1 


BY THE SAME, 


| CENSURE no more the hand of Death, 
That ſtopt ſo early Stella's breath; 
Nor let an eaſy error be 
Charg'd with the name of cruelty, : 
He heard her ſenſe, her virtues told, ; 
And took her (well he might) for old *. 


 EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME, 


THOSE epigrams you moſt commend 
That with a turn leaſt thought of end ; 
Then ſure a tip-top one you'll call 

This, which concludes with — none at all. 


N 
' 
| 
i 
{ 
| 
| 


* This pretty conceit reminds us of Martial's epitaph 
on à young and renowned Wreſtler, in which Lackefis, 
enumerating his triumphs, is made to take him for an old 


man. 


Dum numerat Palmas, credidit eſſe Senem. 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME, 


NO Varus hates a thing that's baſe ; 
I own, indeed, he's got a knack 

Of flatt'ring people to their face; 

But ſcorns to do't behind their back. 


THE WORM-DOCTOR +. 


BY THE SAME, 


VAGUS, advanc'd on high, proclaims his ſkill, 
By cakes of wondrous force, the Worms to kill, 
A ſcornful ear the wiſer ſort impart, | 
And laugh at Vagus's pretended art : 

But well can Vagus what he boaſts perform, 
For Man (as Job has told us) is a Worm. | 


* Rapin declared it enough for any one man to have 
compoſed one good epigram. Relph, then, after he had 
written The Worm - Doctor,“ might have laid aſide 
his epigrammatic pen. 


KZ 


STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF AN AGREEABLE 


LADY, BURIED IN MARRIAGE TO A PERSON 
UNDESERVING HER, 


BY SHENSTONE, 


"TWAS always held, and ever will, 
By ſage mankind, diſcreeter 
T anticipate a leſſer ill, 
Than undergo a greater. 


When mortals dread diſeaſes, pain, 
And languiſhing conditions, 
Who don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain 
Of phyſic, and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole eftate, 
He, that but little wiſe is, 

Full gladly pays four parts in eight 
To taxes and exciſes. | 


"3 . 
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With numerous ills in ſingle life 
The bachelor's attended : 

Such to avoid, he takes a wife — 
And much the caſe is mended. 

Poor Gratis, in her twentieth year,. 
Foreſeeing future woe, 

Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
Before an ape below. 


ON CERTAIN PASTORALS: 
BY THE SAME. 


80 rude and tuneleſs are thy lays, 
The weary audience vow, 

"Tis not th' Arcadian ſwain that ſings, 
But tis his herds that low. 


THE EXTENT _ COOKERY. 


* THE SANE. 
— — Aliuſque et idem. 


WHEN Tom to Cambridge firſt was ſent, 
A plain brown Bob he wore, | 

Read much, and look'd as tho he net: 
To be a fop no more, 


See him to Lincoln's-Inn repair, 
His reſolution flag ; . is 

He cheriſhes a length of hair, 

' And tucks it in a bag. 


Nor Coke, nor Salkield, he 1 
But gets into the houſe, 

And ſoon a judge's rank rewards 

© His pliant votes and bows, 


Adieu, ye Bobs ! ye Bags give place! 
Full-Bottoms come inſtead ! 

Good Lord! to ſee the various ways 

Of dreſſing a Calve's Head 
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TO A VOLUMINOUS POET OF KIDDERMINSTER®. 


BY THE SAME, 


THY verſes, friend, are Kidderminfter ſtuff, 
And all muſt grant you're meaſur'd out enough. 


TO A LADY WITH A BASKET OF FRUIT, 


BY JAGO, 


ONCE of forbidden fruit the mortal taſte 
Chang'd beauteous Eden to a dreary waſte. 

Here you may freely eat, ſecure the while 

From latent poiſon, or inſidious guile. 

Yet O could I but happily infuſe 

Some ſecret charm into the ſav'ry juice, 

Of power to tempt your gentle breaſt to ſhare 
With me the peaceful cot, and rural fare: 0 
A diff rent fate ſhould crown the bleſt device, a 
And change my deſert to a Paradiſe 


* A town in Worceſterſhire, famous for coarſe woollen 


manufacture. 


3 
1 
* 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN A BOOK, CALLED © FABLES 
FOR THE FEMALE SEX, BY EDWARD MOORE.” 


BY GARRICK, 
WHILE here the Poet paints the charms, 
That bleſs the perfect dame, 
How unaffected beauty warms, 
And wit preſerves the flame; 


How prudence, virtue, ſenſe agree 
To form the happy wife ; 

In Lucy, and her book, I ſee _ 

| The Picture and the Life. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF THE *© FARMER'S LETTERS,” 
WHICH WERE WALTTEN IN IRELAND, IN THE YEAR 1 
OF THE REBELLION, BY HENRYB ROOKE, ESQUIRE, | 


| 
1745 


BY THE SAME. | 


OH thou, whoſe artleſs, free-born genius charms, | | 

Whoſe ruſtic zeal each patriot boſom warms ; | 

Purſue the glorious taſk, the pleafing toil, | 

Forſake the fields, and till a nobler ſcil ; | 
Extend the Farmer's care to human kind, 

Manure the heart, and cultivate the mind; 

There plant Religion, Reaſon, Freedom, Truth, 

And ſow the ſeeds of Virtue in our youth : 

Let no rank weeds corrupt, or brambles choak, 

And ſhake the vermin from the Britiſh oak ; 

From northern blaſts protect the vernal bloom, 

And guard our paſtures from the Wolves of Rome. 

On Britain's liberty ingraft thy name, 

And reap the harveſt of immortal fame 


DEATH AND THE DOCTOR. 


oO Aston zd BY A PHYSICIAN'S LAMPOONING A 


FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR, 


BY THE SAME, 


AS Doctor ** muſing ſat, — 
Death ſaw, and came without delay: 
Enters the room, begins the chat, 
With „Doctor, why ſo thoughtful, pray? 


The Doctor ftarted from his place, 
But ſoon they more familiar grew: 
And then he told his piteous caſe, 
How trade was low, and friends were few. 


« Away with fear!” the phantom ſaid, 
As ſoon as he had heard his tale : 
| Take my advice, and mend your trade, 
We both are loſers, if you fail. 


« Go write—you wit in ſatire new; 
« No matter whether ſmart, or true; 

« Call * * names, the greateſt foe 
, To dullneſß, folly, pride, and you. 


* 


ON 


1 


Then copies ſpread there lies the trick 
Among your friends be ſure you ſend em; 
« For all who read will ſoon grow ſick, 
« And, when your're call'd upon, attend em. 


« Thus trade increaſing by degrees, 
Doctor, we both ſhall have our ends; 

«« For you are ſure to have your fees, 
cc And I am ſure to have your friends.” 


/ 


A "CERTAIN LORD'S GIVING SOME THOU. 
SAND POUNDS FOR A HOUSE. 


BY THE SAME, 


SO many thouſands for a houſe, : 
For you, of all the world, Lord Mouſe ! 
A little houſe would beſt accord 

With you, my very little Lord! 

And then exactly match'd would be 
Your Houſe and Hoſpitality, 


* 


vor. I. J. 
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UPON A YOUNG GENTLEMAN KEFUSING TO WALR 
wiTH THE AUTHOR IN THE PARK, BECAUSE HE 
WAS NOT DRESSED WELL. 


BY THE SAME. 


Friend Col and I, both full of whim, 
To ſhun each other oft agree ; 

For I'm not beau enough for him, 
And he's too much a beau for me. 

Then let us from each other fly, 
And arm in arm no more appear ; 

That I may ne er offend your Eye, 

That you may ne'er offend my Ear. 


TO MR.. HART, 


UPON HIS ACADEMY FOR GROWN CENTLEMEN. 


BY THE SAME. . 
MARSEILLES* no more ſhall boaſt his art 
Which form'd the youth of France, 5 = 
While you inſtru, ingenious Hart, 
Grown gentlemen to dance. 


* A faſhionable French Dancing-maſter. 


* 


He only bent the pliant twig ; 
Jon ſtrike a bolder ſtroke, 
You ſoften rocks, make mountains jig, 


[ 
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And bend the knotted oak. 


— 


VPON SEEING MR. TAYLOR'S PICTURES OF BATH, AND 
HEARING A CONNOISSEUR DECLARE THAT © THEY 
WERL FINELY FAINTED FOR A GENTLEMAN," 


— 


BY THE SAME, 


TELL me the meaning, you who can, 


Of „ finely for a gentleman !” 


Is genius, rareſt gift of heaven, 


To the hir'd artiſt only given? 

Or, like the Catholic ſalvation, 

Pal'd in for any claſs or ſtation ? 

Is it bound 'prentice to the trade, 

Which works, and, as it works, is paid ? 

Is there no {kill to build, invent, 

Unleſs inſpir'd by five per cent. ? 

And ſhalt thou, Taylor, paint in vain, 

Unleſs impell'd by hopes of gain ? 

Be wiſe, my friend, and take thy fee, 

That Claude Loraine may yield to thee. 
L 2 . 
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' QUIN'S SOLILOQUY ON SEEING DUKE HUMPHRY 
AT SAINT ALBAN'S. 1965. 


BY THE SAME, 


A PLAGUE on Egypt's arts! I rf; 
Embalm the dead | on ſenſeleſs clay 
Rich wines and ſpices waſte ! 
Like ſturgeon, or like brawn, ſhall I 
Bound in a precious pickle lie, 
Which I can never taſte? . 


* 
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Let me embalm this fleſh of mine 
With turtle-fat, and Bourdeaux wine, 
And ſpoil th' Egyptian trade 
Than Humphry's Duke more happy I — 
Embalm'd alive, old Quin ſhall die 
A mummy ready made. 


. —— — — — 


i 
| 
! 
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UPON A LADY'S EMBROIDERY. 


BY THE SAME, 


ARACHNE once, as poets tell, 
A Goddeſs at her art defied ; 

But ſoon the daring mortal fell, 
The hapleſs victim of her pride. 


O then. beware Arachne's fate 
Be prudent, Cloe, and ſubmit ; 
For you'll more ſurely feel her hate, 
Who rival both her Art and Wit, 


FROM THE SPANISH. 


BY THE SAME, 


FOR me my fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flowers in union meet; 

As oft ſhe kiſs d the gift of love, 
Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet. 


L3 
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A bee within a damaſk roſe | 
Had crept, the ne tar d dew to fip ; 


But lefſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And fixes on Loviſa's lip. 


There tafting all the bloom of ſpring, 
Wak'd by the ripening breath of May, 

Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left his fling, 
And with the honey flew away. \ 


VERSES WRITTEN IN SYLVIA'S PRIOR. 


BY THE SAME, 


UNTOUCH'D by love, unmov'd by wit, 
I found no charms in Matthew's lyre, 


But, unconcern'd, read all he writ, 


Though Love and Phœbus did inſpire : 
Till Sylvia took her favourite's part, 
Reſolv d to prove my judgement wrong 


5 Her proofs prevail'd, they reach d my heart, 


And ſoon I felt the poet's ſong. 


l ng } 


INSCRIBED ON A MONUMENT TO THE MEMORY 
OF A LADY'S FAVOURITE BULLFINCH. 


BY THE SAME, . 


THE Goddeſſes of Wit and Love 
Have patroniz'd the Owl and Dove ; 
From whoſe protection, both lay claim 
To immortality and fame : 
Could Wit alone, or Beauty, give 
To birds the ſame prerogative ; 
My double claim had fate defied, 
And Lucy's * favourite ne er had died, 


'® Counteſs of Rochford. 


Rs 


L 116 J 8 


* 


LINES LEFT o THR DUCHBSS OF DEVONSHIRE'S 
BREAKFAST-TABLE, IN CONSEQUENCE OF. CALLING 
ON HER GRACE AT Mo, AND FINDING SHE HAD 
NOT LEFT HER CHAMBER, 
_— 5 
BY THE SAME, 


- 1 24S 
— 


Paſt one o'clock, and a cloudy morning.“ 


WHAT makes thy looks ſo fair and bright, 
Divine Aurora, fay ? IF 

« Becauſe from ſlumbers ſhort and light 
« I rife to wake the day! 

O hide for ſhame thy bluſhing face! 
"Tis all poetic fition! 

To tales like. theſe ſee Devon's Grace 
A blooming contradiction. 


THE OLD WATCHMAN OP PICCADILLY. 
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TO DR. HILL, UPON HIS PETITION' OF THE 
LETTER J TO MR. GARRICK. * 


ur THE SAME. 


IF 'tis true, as you ſay, that T've injur'd a letter, 
Til change my note ſoon, and, I hope, for the better: 
May the right uſe of letters, as well as of men, 
Hereafter be fix d by the tongue and the pen; 
Moft devoutly I wiſh they may both have their due, 
And that I may be never miſtaken for C. 


WRITTEN SOON AFTER DR. HILL'S FARCE, 
CALLED THE ROUT,” WAS ACTED. 


— 


BY THE SAME, 


FOR Phyſic and Farces 
His equal there ſcarce is ; 
His Farces are Phyſic, 
His Phyſic a Farce is ! 


<A, 
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EXTEMPORE, ON READING: A CERTAIN IMPER- 
TINENT ADDRESS IN THE NEWSPAPERS. 


— 


\ BY GARRICK, THOMSON, &c. 


THOU 'effence of dock, of valerian, and ſage;: 

At once the diſgrace and the peſt of this age, 

The worſt that we wiſh thee, for all thy bad crimes, 
Is to take thy own Phyſic, and read thy own Rhymes. 


: 
\ * . 


— 


ANSWER TO THE. JUNTO, 


THEIR wiſh muſt be in form revers'd, 
To ſuit the Doctor's crimes ; 
For if he takes his Phyſic firſt, 
He'll never read his Rhymes *. 


— 


„At ſallies like theſe Dr. Hill himſelf might have 
ſmiled. Wit leſs inoffenſive ſhould not have had a place 
in my volumes. 


* en 
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EPIGRAMS. 


BY THE LATE EARL NUGENT, 


"EPIGRAM 1. 


| I LOV'D thee beautiful and kind, 
And plighted an eternal vow ;' 
So alter'd are thy face and mind, . 
Twere perjury to love thee now. 


EPIGRAM 11. 


; SINCE firſt you knew my am'rous ſmart, 
Each day augments your proud diſdain 
"Twas then enough to break my heart, 
And, now, thank heav'n! to break my chain, 
Ceaſe, thou ſcorner, ceaſe to ſhun me ! 
Now let love and hatred ceaſe ! 
Half that rigour had undone me, 
All that rigour gives me peace. 


* 
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MY heart ſtill hovering round about you, 
I thought I could not live without you ; 
Now we have liv'd three months aſunder, 
How I liv'd with you is the wonder. 


EPIGRAM IV. 


. — — 
UPON THE BUSTS OF ENGLISH WORTHIES AT STOW. 


AMONG theſe chiefs of Britiſh race, 
Wbo live in breathing ſtone, 
Why has not Cobham's buſt a place? 


EPIGRAM v. 


THO' cheerful, diſcreet, and, with freedom, well bred, 
She never repented an idle word faid : 

Securely ſhe ſmiles on the forward and bold, 

They feel what they owe her, and feel it untold. 


e 1 


% 


EFIGRAM VI, 


ILIE on! while my revenge ſhall be 
To ſpeak the very truth of thee, 


— 


EPIGRAM vii. 


I SWORE I lov'd, and you believ d, 
. Yet, truſt me, we were both deceivd, 
Though all I ſwore was true, 
I lov'd one gen'rous, good, and kind, 
A form created in my mind, 
And thought that form was you. 


EPIGRAM viii. 


ON MRS. PENELOPE, 


THE gentle Pen, with look demure, 
Awhile was thought a virgin pure ; 
But Pen, as ancient poets ſay, 

Undid by night the works of day. 
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EPIGRAM IX. 


| | ON ONE WHO FIRST ABUSED, AND THEN MADE 
LOVE TO A LADY, 


FOUL #* * *, with graceleſs verſe, 
The noble * * dar d aſperſe, 
1 But when he ſaw her well beſpatter d, 
Her reputation ftain'd and tatter d, 
le gaz d and lowd the hideous elf, 
She look d ſo very like himſelf. 
True ſung the bard well known to fame, 
Self- Iove and ſocial are the ſame, 


EPIGRAM X. 


* WHILST Lucy, chaſte as mountain ſnows, 
Gives ev'ry idle fop a hearing ; 
| | In Lucy's breaſt a paſſion glows, 
| Which ſtronger is for not appearing. 
| Say, who has choſe the better part, 
Mary, to whom no joy is miſſing; 
Or ſhe, who, dupe to her own heart, 
- Pays the full price of Mary's kiffing ? 


ee eta el i eee —— _ 
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EPIGRAM Xl, 


SHE, who in ſecret yields her heart, 
Again may claim it from her lover ; 

But ſhe, who plays the trifler's part, 
Can ne'er her ſquander'd fame recover. 

Then grant the boon for which I pray! 


2 


EBFIGRAM XII, 


WE thought you without titles great, 
And wealthy with a ſmall eftate ; 
While, by your humble ſelf alone, 
You ſeem'd unrated, and unknown. 
But now on Fortune's ſwelling tide 
High-born, in all the pomp of pride, 
Of grandeur vain, and fond of pelf, 
Tis plain, my Lord, you knew yourſelf. 


— 
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EPIGRAM 111. 


LOVELY ſhines thy wedded fair, 
Gentle as the yielding air; 

- Cheering as the ſolar beam, __ 
Soothing as the fountain-ftream, 

*, Why then, jealous huſband, rail? 
All may breathe the 'ambient gale, 

| Baſk in heav'n's diffuſive ray, 
Drink the ſtreams that paſs away. 
All may ſhare th' unleſs ning joy, 
Why then jealous, peeviſh boy? < = 

| Water, air, and light confine, 3 
Ere thou think'ſt her only thine. 


— 


rie AAM XIV. 


TOM thought a wild profuſion great, | 
| And therefore ſpent his whole eſlate: 
Will thinks the wealthy are ador'd, 
And gleans what miſers bluſh to hoard. 
Their paſſion, merit, fate, the ſame, | 
They thirſt and ſtarve alike for fame. 


 EPIGRAM XV. 


TO CLARISSA, 


WHY like a tyrant wilt thou reign, 

When thou may'ſt rule the willing mind? 
Can the poor pride of giving pain 
' . Repay the joys that wait the kind? 
I curſe my fond enduring heart, 

Which, ſcorn'd, preſumes not to be free, 
Condemn'd to feel a double ſmart, 

To hate myſelf, and burn for thee. 


EPIGRAM XVI, 


EVER buſy, ne'er employ'd, 

Ever loving, ner enjoy d, 
Ever doom'd to ſeek and miſs, 

And pay unbleſs'd the price of bliſs, 


* 3 
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* TO THE AUTHOR OF * SENT APE ON DR, MEAD. 


- 
. 


1 by er BACKSTT ®. 


(HEADS nat dead, then you op; ey g 
little : 

' Why, egad ! „ en ich thee 66 W | 

Yet, friend, his awaking I very much doubt, 

Pluto knows who he's got, and will ne'er let him out. 


£V 


© EPIGRAM.. 


BY THE SAME. 


— 


WHEN Jack was poor, the lad was frank and free; 
Of late he's grown brim full of pride and pelf : . 

You wonder that he don't remember me: 
as he You fee he has forgot himſelf 


a 


John Hackett, Editor of a volume of Epigrams in 
- $767. He was, I believe, of Baliol College. 


— 


EpIORA NL 

BY ALA SAME, 
YOU'D fain have-a ſubject ne'er touch d on before ; 
Why I recolle& one, fimply one, and no more : 


"Twill require a moſt maſterly hand too, friend Derrick, 
Suppoſe now you wrote us — your own panegyrick. 


THE NEW STYLE. 
BY THE SAME. 


THAT ruin, quoth Roger, as I ha'e been told, 

Is near, if not quite, Sir, three hundred years old; 
And I heard my Lord, tother day, ſay to John Pratt, 
He'd ſoon build one two hundred years older than that. 
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BY THE SAME. 


FRANK, who will any friend ſupply, - - 

Lent me ten guineas.—“ Frank,” ſaid I, 

© Haſt any paper? —'Tis but fair 2 
„ You take my.note,”— Quoth he, * Hold there ; 
% Jack ! to the caſh I've bid adieu, 

« No need to waſte my paper too.” 


EPIGRAM. 
BY THE SAME, 


A COCK, within a ftable pent, 
Was ſtrutting o'er ſome heaps of dung, 
And aye, as round and round he went, 
The mettled courſers ſtampt and flung. 
Bravo! quoth he — A decent noiſe ! 
We make a tolerable pother 
0 But let's take care, my merry boys, 
We tread not upon one another. 
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TO DR. REDMAN *, 1 


— 


WHO SENT THE AUTHOR A HARE, AND FROMISED TO 


SUP WITH HIMs hes 


BY THE RRV, DR. COWPER . 


AU leporem mittis contingis cuncta lepore ; 

- Condiat O leporem, te veniente, lepos ! | 

Digna etenim, Redmanne, Jove eſt lepidiflima cæna, 
Que fic tota tua eſt, et lepus atque lepos. 


IMITATED BY THE REV. FRANCIS FAWKES f. 


A HARE you in ſeaſon preſented to us, 

And with fine attic ſalt you will ſeaſon your puls ; 
"Tis a jovial treat — worthy Jove, I declare, 

For the ſauce and the ſupper will ſuit to a hair. 


* The Dr, Redman here mentioned was a Phyſician at 
Berkhamfted St. Peter, in Hertfordſhire. 


+ Dr. Cowper (eldeſt ſon of Judge Cowper) was Rector 
of Berkhamſted, and afterwards Dean of Durham. 


t The Tranſlator of the Greek Poets. 


90 


| 

E 135 N wo } 

| : f | . , E 
TO MISS AURELIA c 
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' ON HER WEEPING AT HER $1STER'S WEDDING *. 


BY Col WS. 
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CEASE, fair Aurelia, ceaſe to mourn ; -, 
Lament not Hannah's happy ſtate; - 


| You may be happy in your turn, of ul 
And ſeize the treaſure you regret, 


| And ſoftly whiſpers to your charms, | 
Meet but your lover in my bands, 
« You'll find your ſiſter in his arms.” 


This was Collins's firſt — See Dr, John, 
es Preface to his Poems. 7 2 
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' EPIGRAM; 


\ 
TO A GENTLEMAN WHO ASKED MY SENTIMENTS OF HIM, 


1 


BY BLACKLOCK. 


DEAR Fabius, me if well you know, 
You ne er will take me for your foe ; 
If right yourſelf you comprehend, 
You ne'er will take me for your friend, 


ON MARRIAGE. 


BY THE SAME, 


WHOEVER ſeals the marriage vow, 

- 'Tis well agreed, makes one of two : 
But who can tell, ſave God alone, 
What numbers may-make two of one ? 


* 
- 
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APOLLO, AND DAPHNE.. © 


BY SMART. 


WHEN Phœbus was am'rous, and long'd to be rude, . 
Miſs Daphne cry d, piſh ! and ran ſwift to the wood, 
And rather than do ſuch a naughty affair, | 

« She became a fine laurel to deck the God's hair, | 
The nymph was, no doubt, of a cold conſtitution, 
For ſure to turn tree was an odd reſolution; 

Yet in this ſhe behav d like a true modern ſpouſe, 
For ſhe fled from his arms to diſtinguiſh his brows. 


- 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME. 


A LADY fent.lately for one Doctor Drug, 
To come in an inſtant and clyſter poor Pug. 
As the fair one commanded, he came at the word, 
2 And did the grand office in tye-wig and ſword. 
The affair being ended, ſo ſweet and ſo nice 
x He held out his hand, with “ You know, Ma'am, 
4 my price.” | | 
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« Your price !” ſays the Lady—“ Why, Sir, he's your 
*<< brother, 
And Doctors muſt never take fees of each other,” 


* 


THE MISER AND THE MOUSE. 


BY THE SAME. 


| 'TO a Mouſe fays a Miſer, My dear Mr. Mouſe, 
% Pray what may you pleaſe for to want in my 
« houſe 7; 
Says the Mouſe, « Mr. Miſer, pray keep your 
lf „ xr 7 ht 
Vou are ſafe in your perſon, your — 5 and your 
64 diet: 
A lodging I want, which een you may afford; 
* But none would come here to beg, borrow, or 
“ board,” 
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EPIGRAM, 


GN A COLUMN ERECTED IN A PIECE OY LAND,THAT, 
HAD BEEN OFTEN BOUGHT AND $OLD. 


IMITATED FROM LUCIAN. 
BY THE SAME, 


I, WHOM thou ſeeſt begirt with tow'ring oaks, © 
Was once the property of John o Nokes; _ - 
On him proſperity no longer ſmiles, 25 
And now I feed the flocks of John o Stiles. 
My former maſter call d me by his name; 
My preſent owner fondly does the ſame. 
While I, alike unworthy of their cares, 
Quick paſs to captors, purchaſers, or heirs. | 
Let no one henceforth take me for their own, 
For, Fortune ! Fortune ! I am thine alone. 


* 
12 
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AN EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL. 


BY THE SAME, 


WHEN Brutus fall wing'd Fame to Portia brought, 
Thoſe arms, her friends conceal d, her paffion ſought, 


1 — | =” I 
2 * 3 
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$he ſoon perceives their poor officious wiles, 

Approves their zeal, but at their folly ſmiles: 

« What Cato taught Heav'n ſure cannot deny, 

* Bereav'd of all, we ſtill have pow'r to die.” 

Then down her throat the burning coals convey d: 

Go now, ye fools, and hide your ſwords |” the ſaid. 
Fr 


' INSCRIBED o A @ BEAUTIFUL GROTTO: NEAR 
THE WATER. 


— 


BY THE REV, THOMAS WARTON. 


THE Graces ſought, in yonder ſtream, 
To cool the fervid day, 
When Love's malicious godhead came, 
And ſtole their robes away. 


Proud of the theft, the little God 
Their robes bade Delia wear: 

While they, aſham'd to ſtir abroad, 
Remain all naked here. 
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AN EPIGRAM ON AN EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME. 


ONE day, in Chriſt- church meadows walking, 
Of Poetry, and ſuch things, talking, 
Says Ralph, a merry wag ! | 
An Erin, if ſmart and good, 
In all its circumſtances ſhould 
Bee like a JeLLY Bao. 


Your ſimile, I own, is new; 
But how doſt make it out? quoth Hugh. 
'  Quoth Ralph, T II tell thee, friend! | 
Make it at top both wide, and fit 
To hold a budget-full of wit, 
4 And point it at the end, 
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EPIGRAM IMITATED FROM MARTIAL “. 
BY THE SAME, 


A LANDLORD of Bath put upon me a queer hum; 
I afk'd him for punch, and the dog gave me mere 


rum, 


EPIGRAM. 


BY CUNNINGHAM, 


A MEMBER of the modern great 
Paſs'd Sawney with his budget: 
The peer was in his car of ſtate, 
The tinker forc'd to trudge it. 


But Sawney ſhall receive the praiſe, 


His Lordſhip would parade for ; 
One's debtor for his dapple grays, 
And t'other's ſhoes are paid for. 


The original ſhould always accompany this tranſlation— 


Callidus impoſuit nuper mihi Caupo Ravenne : 
Cum peterem mixtum, vendidit ille metum. 


R 


* *. 


— 
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- ANOTHER. 


BY THE SAME, 


TO Waſte-all, whoſe eyes were juſt cloſing in death, 
Doll counted the chalks on the door: 
© In peace,” cried the wretch, « Jet me give up my 
« breath, . ol 
% And Fate will ſoon rub out my ſcore.” 


“Come, bailiffs !” cries Doll —“ (how I'll hamper 
ce this cheat ) | 
FRE « Let the law be no longer delay d 
N « I never once heard of that fellow, tall'd Fate, 
| And this ſcoundrel ſha'n't die till I'm paid.” 


ON MR. CHURCHILE'S DEATH. 


Br THE SAME, 


SAYS Tom to Richard, “ Churchill's dead ! ” 
Says Richard, Tom, you lie: 

Old Rancour the report hath ſpread, 

4 « But Genius cannot pre,” 


. 
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TO IRIS, IN BOW STREET, COVENT GARDEN. 


BY GOLDSMITH, 


SAY, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 
Dear mercenary beauty, 

What annual off ring ſhall I make 
Expreſſive of my duty? 


My heart, a victim to thine eyes, ö 
Should I at once deliver, | 
Say, would the angry fair one prize 
The gift, who lights the giver ? 


A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give — and let em: - 
If gems or gold impart a joy, 
III give them — when I get em. 


I'll give—but not the full-blown roſe, 
Or roſe-bud more in faſhion : 

Such ſhort-liv'd off rings but diſcloſe 
A tranſitory paffion —— 
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1 Til give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 

| No leſs ſincere than civil: 

I'll give thee — ah] too charming maid ! 
I'll give thee — to the Devil / 


THE CLOWN'S REPLY. 
BY THE 1 Fo. 


JOHN TROTT was defir'd by two witty Peers 
Jo tell them the reaſon why aſſes had ears. 
An' t pleaſe you,” quoth John, “ Im not given to 
letters, | 
« Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters : 
« Howe'er, from this time, I ſhall ne'er ſee your 
« Graces, , 
« As I hope to be ſay'd! without thinking on .afſes.” 


ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND. BY 
LIGHTNING. 


-IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH, 


BY THE SAME, 


SURE 'twas-by Providence defign'd, 
Rather in pity than in hate, a 

That he ſhould be, like Cupid, blind, 
To ſave him from Narciſſus fate. 


EPIGRAMS, 
BY THE REV, SAMUEL BISHOP *, 


LATE HEAD-MASTER OF MERCHANT=-TAYLOR8S' SCHOOL, 


HOC AGE, 


« DO this,” cries one Side of St. Stephen's great Hall: 
Do juſt the 1 the Minority bawl: 


* Mr. Biſhop's Poetical Works were publiſhed, laſt ſum- 
mer, with Memoirs of his Life, by the Rev. Thomas 
Clare, a a gentleman long and intimately connected with 


him. 
In 


f 


} 
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As each has obtain ' d, or deſires to obtain, 

Or envies the ſtation he wiſh'd for in vain, 

And what is the end of this mighty tongue-war ? 
Nothing's done for the ſtate—'till the tate is done for. 


. 
MUTATIS e 


WHEN painters or ſculptors give Tuflice a face, 
On her eyes a broad bandage, to blind her, they place, 
But, methinks, with all proper reſpect to the law, 
She might judge ſo much the better, the better ſhe ſaw. 


Tie her hands, if you pleaſe and I care not how 


much, 


She may look where ſhe will--ſo you don't let her 


4 : 
;, 


In familiar and epigrammatic effuſions the late valuable 


maſter of Merchant Taylors“ eminently excelled. His 


thoughts are original; his dition is unaffefted ; and his 
numbers, if they, now and then, offend the nice ear of 
criticiſm, are, generally, ſmooth. He may juſtly be called 
the Martial of our country, and let it be ſaid to his credit, 
that with the wit of the Roman, he 1s free from his 
coarſeneſs, _ 

The lines I have ſclefted will, * induce my 
reader to ſeek further amuſement from Mr. Biſhop, 


MUTATIS MUTANDIS. 


OF great connexions with great men, 
Ned keeps up a perpetual pother ; 

« My Lord knows what, knows who, knows when ; 
« My Lord ſays this, thinks that, does tother:” 


" 


My Lord had formerly his Fool, 
We know it, for 'tis on record ; 
| But now, by Ned's inverted rule, 
Tue Fool, it ſeems; muſt have his Lord! 


SPINSTER and Miniſter, Knight and Dame, 
Monfieur and Mademoiſelle, 

D' Eon, in male and female fame, 
By turns has born the bell. 


Adroit to a& on either plan ; - 
Smile nymph, or hero vapour ; 

And paſs with eaſe from ſword to fan, 
From piſtol to thread paper! 


— 144 J 
Genius meanwhile, alert, tho' ſtrange, 
Preſerves its equal claim: es 


"Tis mere dexterity of change 
Proves D* Eon flill the ſame. 


- 
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e NMVUT ATIs MUTANDIS. 


THO George, with rd 'to. the, wang 20d. fhe - 
Is of twenty opinions, 'twixt morning and night; 

If you call him a turn-coat, you injure the man; 
He's the pink of conſiſtency, on his own plan, 
While to ſtick to the ſtrongeſt is always his trim; 
'Tis not he changes fide, tis the fide changes him! 


MUTATIS MUTANDIS.- 


IN the dictionary of words, as our Johnſon affirms, 
Purſe and Budget are nearly ſynonymous term; 
But perhaps upon earth there's no contraſt ſo great, 
As Budget and Purſe, in the dictionary of ftate ;— 
The Minifter's language all language reverſes 
For filling his Budget is emptying our Purſes, 


Lu 1 


 QUOD pris, Hic Esr. 


- | CT. 


NO plate had John and Joan to hoard, 
Plain folk, in humble plight; 

One only tankard crown'd their board, | 
And that was filld each night ; | 


Along whoſe inner bottom ſketch'd, 
In pride of chubby grace, 222 

Some rude engraver's hand had etch'd_ 
6 


John ſwallow d 5 
But Joan was not like John; | 

For when ket lips orice touch d the cup, 
She fwill'd, mum 


John oſten Ry her to driak fair, 

But ſhe ne er chang d a jot : 
She lov'd to ſee the Ax EL there, 

And therefore drain d the pot. 
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When John found all remonſtrance vain, 
Another card he play d; a 
And where the Auer ſtood fo plain, 
A 


* 


Joun four thy homme, Joon Gor the tall, 
Yet Joan as floutly qusffd; 

And ever „ when the ed her ale, 
— N 


. 


I too! 


John ſard, with wonder perde, 1 8 
His hair ſtood on his pate; 

And © why doſt guzzle now,” PT 

| « At this enormous rate? 1 


| Ge eh been mill 
40h! John,“ ſhe ſaid, © am I to blame? 
| I can't in conſcience ftop; . 


For ſure *twould be a burning lame 
« To leave the Devil a drop !” 
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FATI VALET HORA BENIGNI, 


_ WHEN Tom call'd in, one day, on Ned, 
U u. Who ögchrd. but dard not ſhake it! — 4 
Ti well Tom's pace is fomething ls, "I 
For bad he come an hour beſbre, / 

He'd ſeen the viren break it ! 


AF SE 23 


, ? 
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_ FATI VALET HORA BENIGNT. 


WHILE Joe moves all too quick, or all too flow; 
No hour of joy can be the hour of Joe: 
But Nic (fly: rogue I) is ne er too flow nor quick; 


© BREVIS ESSE ABO oO. 
CELIA her ſex's foible ſhuns; 
Her tongue no length of larum runs; 
Two phraſes anſwer every part: 
One gain'd, eee 
I will, the faid, when made a bride ; — 
I won't — through all her life bede. 

0 2 


; 


And critics, unmerciful, turn up their noſes 
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- | QUALIS AB INCEPTO, 


THE gameſter, broke down by u fun bf lil tits” 


Turns author, and politic · monger, for pay: 
From ee an dune keen e neu. 
Rats,” | 2 mot How ef” 

And ſhuffiles in print, is be finiffled at play.” 
The ſame inſpiration both characters catch; 
For the gameſter's Old Nick is the ſcribbler's Old 


% 
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QUALIS AB ier ro. 


WHEN a bard, o'er his pipe, a dull ee 


With anonymous praiſes the papers he ſtuffa, 
And the offspring of whiff is the parent of puffs / 


avaris AB INCEPTO, „ 


CURIO, whoſe hat a nimble knave had ſnatch'd, 
Fat, clumſy, gouty, aſthmatic, and old, 


Panting againſt a poſt his noddle ſeratch'd, 


And his ſad ftory to a ftranger told, 5 


49 J 


« Follow the thief,” reply d the ſtander-by. 
« Ah! Sir, ſaid he, dee d 0 We | 

« more! * n [© | 
ee sey: 
« Alas! Tve roar'd as long as lungs could roar.” 


« Then,” quoth the ſtranger, © vain is all endeavour, 
Sans yoice to call, ſans vigour to purſue: | |, 

And ſince your Hat, of courſe, is gone for ever, 

Ill een make bold to take your Wig Adieu!“ 


" — 16 * y* 
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QUALIS AB INCEPTO, 
TOM to a ſhrew lives link'd in wedlock's fetter, ; 
Yet let not Tom his ſtars too ſorely curſe ; 
As there's no hope his wife will e' er be better, 
So there's no fear ſhe ever can be worſe! 


PAR PART. 
| FAME fays, there are (we hope Fame fibs), 
. Among our modern youth, 
Who lace around their dainty ribs - 
A — ſtays, forſooth! 
o 3 


* 
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on BA Thou ſettleſt rank and riches, aA” 
ol! match theſe milkſop males in ſtays 
wn wives that wear the breeches? ? 


% 


PAR PARL, | , 


SID 


OLD Gulo, ee ing A ana; 
To his comrades a lecture of temperatice read. 


om ie; ee re 
That's my method,” nn 
true; a | 
POO USPS fo eee 
He would drink ye three bottles — and eat ye three 
: - | q b 
PAR PAR, | 
WHEN ſeventy, as 'tis ſometimes feen, 
Joins hands in wedlock with ſeventeen, 
We all th' unequal match abuſe. 
But where's the odds we fret about ? 
Difference in Age there is, no doubt: 
In Folly - not a pin to chooſe ! 
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n OVA PEAT ANIMUS. 


IF Lettſom's Mangel- wertzell 0d 
Will Range, e Ae , diert. 
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In this, howeꝰ er, we all agree, 
And own it for a true thing, 
To give it, without price or fee, 


In Phyfic, is a new thing. 


IN NOVA FERT AN uus. 


THE ſnake, tradition's tale avers, 
Caſts, once a year, his ſpeckled ſkin : 

Yet no improvement change infers ; 
"Tis flill the ſelf-ſame ſnake within. 


Too like the ſupple courtier's trim, 
Who turns and twiſts, occaſion's ſlave : 
"Tis change of ſides, not change of him ! 
New knavery—but the ſame old knave ! 


*. 


C * , 

1 on Ehr Abs. 
WHEN Sith puts urgent buſineſs by, 
« To-morrow's a new day,” ſhe'll cry: 
Tuey de nber 4 — und therefore new / 
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SUAVITER UT NUNC sr. 


OUR grumbling politicians nm, 
Old England's bafis ſtands awry ; — 
Mend this, they ſay ; mend that; mend t'other ! 
Spare, ſpare, good people, your concern ; 
Let TA1s OLD ENGLAND ſerve your turn — 
"Tis you can ſhow us such ANOTHER! 


"SIC 'ERAT IN FATIS, | 


| YOU ſhow the Gipſey trull your hand, 
And bid her read your fate : 
And when ſhe line by line has ſcan'd; 
For vaſt diſcoveries wait, 


t s - 


'Tis not your hand which juſtifies 
The prophecy ſhe'll rehearſe :— 

Your deſtiny in her own hand lies, 
And that hand in your Purſet 
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IN nen an. neee 
| The order of the day's the wo 2 9 5 
Throughout confilſion's Border. h 
| A ae Oe ls Sh Bay Cs 
Will ſoon turn things another way, 
And, for the orders of the day, 
Reſtore the days of order. 
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QUARE a NUM. 


FOR Jack's vu life to a 
Nor friends nor ſtrangers can be got : 
Thoſe, who don't know him, know not why ; ; 
Thoſe, who do know him, know why not ! 
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ONLY 88 Codrus's.viſege extends ! 
How unlike his ownſelf |. how 3 from his 
friends ! - 


He wore not this face, when eterna ally gay, 
He revell'd all, night, and be chirup'd-all day; = 


"Honeſt Codrus had then his own. houſe at his call; 
Das Bachelor's, therefore 'twas Liberty Hall: 

I nou oy pi ets fx be 

* lodges, poor man! in e 7 
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N 
Before a Juſtice brought, 
Once on a time, a vagrant clown, 
In petty treſpaſs.caught : 
And long, with many a bum ! and ha 
; Much circumſtance, much doubt, 


Enlarg'd on ſome ſuppos'd faux - | 
Could he have made it out.. 


[ iss 1 


Then to his Worſhip turm d his ipesch, , 
At every period's cloſe, 

And aſł d, hat puniſhment could reach 

* | - 

« What renne wth en ics, 
The Juſtice cry'd amain : ©» - and 

« Make him this moment 2. . 7 
« And hear your tale again! 
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A FOOL and Knave, with different views, 
For Julia's hand apply Sift a0 1 H 
The K nave, to mend his fortune, ſucs, ba 
The Fool, n. O ollmtbeT » 
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8 how Julia will behave 2 
Depend on't for a rule 
If nee x4 
If ſhe's a Knave, om: 
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+ (/ ALWUSGUB Er DW. 
© Soft SHA Brent 
PROUD as a peer, poor as a bard, 
A foot: ſore Spaniard, late one night, 
Knock ' d at a tavern door ſo hard, b a gt] 
iran pwn, e 1 > 
Up we Us a als m. Bas bb; 
Open the chamber-window flew : 
e Who's there? What boifterous hand,” he cry'd, 
ee e- e e 
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« Here is," eee eee 
« Don Lopez, Rodriguez, Alonzo, 
3 — | 
e, Mage. Alphonſo, 
of ious (Bi 
« Antonio, Diego: '-© Hold! _— hold! 
Exclaĩm d the Landlord ! Pray ! forbear! 
For half the number yu have told 
J have not half a bed to ſpare,” 


* 
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| "+ If gains Gr man, of courſe, you count 
NIE HOWS, 

N e e GOT 
tate Ce w; 
« Don Lopez, Rodriguez, Pedrillo, 

© With all th' etcœteras of his ſtyle, 

“Will ſleep upon a fingle pillow /” 
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A SPECIMEN ela e We hee, 
As far as my tranſlating : (kill will go, | 
Tho e een ee Rondeau. 44 


« With two black eyeſi—that might a faint ine, 
7 The] jilt Nannette canght Strephon by ſurpriſe; 
i But when the youth, enamour'd of the dame, 
, Requeſted love for love, and fighs for ſighs, 
She frown'd, wk ciao font him whence 


© he cams, 0” 72471 24: | 
© With two black eyes 
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| : Heß aura GN bot doop 1? 48 » * 
| M voy Shines to naar 30) SHA II 
. NEV] Bere ren den nay T » 
Tt ſhines the clearer ftill, Il, the more ti tis try'd. * 
True, Dick,” quoth Jeremy « yourſelf may ſhew it, 


* Your Honeſty à ſo clear e all /ee, through it. 
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7 In the prints of the day, with due pomp and parade, 
4 : Caſe, patient, and doctor, are amply dilptay'd: 
* ue is quite pet and ds mitte chi bum kr. 
* II. they fut 4 man's life, they n pro- 


* claim it: her 
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But there's reaſon to think ; they 5 r 
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